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ADVERTISEMENT, 


Tak following Piece is intended to exhibit ſomething of thoſe 
Principles and Proceedings, which have of late deſolated a 
neighbouring Nation. But it was, on the whole, thought 
better, to attempt rather that Imitation which ariſes from a 
general view of. thoſe Principles and Proceedings, than ſuch as 


traces the ac Events: and thus, by indulging ſomewhat in 
ſuch Fiction as offered itſelf, to purſue the mode uſually adopt-, 


ed in compoſition whoſe aim is dramatic effect. To aflift 
this effect, it has alſo been thought better to make uſe of 
Names different from thoſe of the late King of France, his 
Queen, Daughter, and Siſter. The Perſonages of the King 
and his Family, in this Piece, have indeed a reference to the 
late King of France and his Family: but, in point of Charac- 
ter, they are not offered as exact repreſentations. All the 
other Characters of the Drama are intirely fictitious ; taken 
from the general ſpirit of the times, and not from Individuals. 


The Author wiſhes to add, that this Piece was (in a great 
meaſure) written ſo long ago as laſt May; and before he had 
any intimation of another Tragedy relating to the ſame af- 
fairs. He felt a diffidence in preſenting to the Public ſuch a 
Part as that of the Queen in this Drama, while the late Queen 


of France was yet living. Of the propriety of this reaſon for | 


delay, the Reader will form his own judgment; after peruſing 
the Piece. What has further delayed the publication, is of toQ 
trifling a nature to aſk. the attention of the Reader, 


Feb, 1794. 
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PERSONS or THE DRAMA, 


Francis; King of France. 

Lovis; his Son; eight years of age. 

LA PoR TRE; Friend to the King. 

- DarenTour; Member of a Republican Aſſembly, who have 
dethroned and impriſoned the King. 

RIxBARD; another Member. | 

. MaxToN ; another. 

The Preſident of the Aſſembly. 

GAZELLE ; Commander of the ne 

BRAN TERRE; Jaller. 

IsipoxEH; Under-jailer. 

| CARE, Earl of Perſefield; an Engliſhman, 


TsABELLA; the en. | 

ANNE; daughter of the King and Queen fourteen years of 
age. 

_ ConsTaANCE; the King's ſiſter. | 

CARoLiNne ; daughter of Dalentour. 


Members of the Aſſembly, and Meſſenger. 


SCENE, Paris, 


THE 


CAPTIVE MONARCH. 


A CF: 
SCE NE I. Dalentour's Houſe. 


© DALENTOUR, -LORD PERSEFIELD, 


DALENTOUR, 

; courier who announc'd thy coming, Clare, 
Reviv'd us. Gallant land ! Five thouſand names, - 
Of Britons leagu'd with us, delight mine ear, 

Double them, Clare. I'Il thank thee on the ground; 
In humbleft poſture, which for Liberty 

Alone, and for no earthly Pow'r, I'd brook. 


LORD PERSEFIELD. 
Five thouſand are the names inroll'd. No more. 
But each will bring his five, or ten, or twenty, 
The brave patriotic liſt ſhall ſwell apace. 
DALENTOUR. 


While Kings look oo upon their tott'ring thrones. 


Time 
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Time was, that Britons, at a Tyrant's word, 
Spent blood and treaſu:e, to confront cur Tyrant, 

LORD PERSEFIELD. 
Time was, that France was call'd our natural Foe ; 
And Slaves in Office, at a ſmali expenſe | Z 
Of craft, ſharpen'd the minds of men (baſe metal, 
Not'temper'd yet in Freedom's potent furnace,) 
To mutual maſſacre. 

© DALENTOUR. 
Accurſed conteſt, 

Which hoſt with richer plumes could deck its Tyrant! 


LORD PERSEFIELD. , | 
But now we offer you the hand of Friendſhip, 
DALENTOUR, 
Let him who can reject it ſuffer death! 
This penalty, forthwith, I ſhall propoſe 
In our auguſt Aſſembly. Do thou lead, 
With Britiſh hands, applauſes that may fetch 
From echoing Heav'n loud approbation down. 


LORD PERSEFIELD.. 

Are not all Brothers ? The Atlantic bars not 

Fraternity's embrace:—and ſhall this Creek, 

Eight paltry leagues, make ſchiſm between two nations, 
_Whom Nature meant one Family of love f 
And mutual aid, joint patrons of the Rights 
All Men are born to, of Philanthropy 
Which recks not clime, or age, or ſex, or colour ? 


DALENTOUR, 


Joint haters too, my Clare, of crowns: 2nd ſceptres, 
2 | Warrior 


—— 


Warriors gainſt all who war with Liberty, 
Fell foes to boaſters of their ancient Forms, 
T heir Shadows of pretended government, 


LORD PERSEFIELD. 

We Dalentour, where hatred, war, 
And enmity, are fruits of Love, or means, 
The only means, to ſpread Philanthropy, 
muſt reſpect them for their ſource or purpoſe; 
But eagerly ſhall watch the time, when Means 
So much unlike their End ſhall ceaſe, —when we, 
Diſmiſſing violence, ſhall no more appear 
Th' ambiguous beings, who, arm'd for war, preach 

peace, 
And from the Cannon? s mouth promulgate Love. 

DALENTOUR, 
Beware of treaſon, Clare. Treaſon 'gainſt Kings 
(Uſurpers all) is muſic to mine ears. 
But treaſon gainſt the native Rights of Man, 
| Now burſting on th' aſtoniſh'd world with blaze 
Reſiſtleſs, or againſt th' enlighten'd men 
Guarding thoſe Rights by rigours which the eye 
Of Prejudice may miſdeem Tyranny,— 
This, Clare, gainſt Nature's ſelf is treas'n. 
LORD PERSEFIELD. 

| | Moſt ſweet 
The name of Liberty. The ſimple Sound 
Inſtant will give my nerves a thrilling rapture, 
And throw delicious motion through my blood. 
And, whence is this? Thou know'ſt, 


* DALENTOUR, 


ACT I; | SCENE I, . | 9 
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DALENTOUR. 
Thou art a Man. 


LORD PERSEFIELD. 
I am a Briton, —Born an Eaſtern Vaſſal, 
I had wonder'd at this active warmth within 
My veins. But I'm a Briton born :—enovgh. 


DALENTOUR., 
Are we not all born Mau? 


LORD PERSEFIELD. 
Yes. The full board 
Ot Freedom's richeſt viands, daily ſpread 
To feaft a Briton, he moſt freely ſhares 
With all who have a palate and a ſoul. 
Upon the root of Liberty's fair tree, 


| Planted by you, I'd freely pour my blood: 


And, fed by Britiſh blood, twill cleave the ſkies. 


DALENTOUR. 


It ſhall, my Clare.—Bur, grant me leave of abſence. 


My gueſt ſhould claim me; Pleaſure would reward 
The Duty it attends : but higher claims, 

Of fellow-citizens and fellow-men, 

Cut off alike the duties and the pleaſures 

Of our domeſtic fellowſhip. Excuſe me: 


And, in exchange, accept my daughter's preſence. 
1 | Exit, 


SCENE 


PPP co 


ACT I, SCENE II. 


SCENE: 


LORD PERSEFIELD /0/45. 
Succeſs to Freedom !—But, in Dalentour, 
Glows there a pure patriotic fire? No ſparks 
Of perſecuting rage, vindictive fierceneſs ?— 
When univerſal Love, Humanity, 


11 


And Peace, flow from his mouth, methinks no length 


Of time can pall my appetite of hearing. 

Sudden ſome ſavage treach'rous plot deſtroys 
The charm :—the generous Lover of Mankind, 
Pattern of virtue, Dalentour, ſtands forth 

The baſe Aſſaſſin of ſome Prince belov'd, 

But blinded, or the framer of ſome law 

Fiercely enjoining, upon pain of death, 

Not to diſſent from him, in act or ſpeech. 


SCENE III 


LORD PERSEFIELD, CAROLINE,. 


CAROLINE. 
Sir, in the name of Infant Liberty, 
I make you welcome to this land ;—molt welcome. 


LORD PERSEFIELD. 
Thanks. On ſwift wings of wiſhes I have flown. 
— CAROLINE, 5 
Has not your ſwiftneſs brought your health in danger 
| LORD PERSEFIELD. | 
The air within this manſion ſoon reſtores me; 


Euter Caroline. 


? 


B 2 Unleſs 


w ; 
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Unleſs ſome frown from Caroline ſhould blaſt 


Its powers, and bid me languiſh. 

CAROLINE. | 

To ſuch words 

Once could I liſten. They became the times 
When Europe, in th' abyſs of Slav'ry ſunk, 
Endur'd both infolence and adulation. | 
Our Sex were painted playthings to the gay, 
Contempt and ridicule to men of ſcience, 
To all an humble animal unfit | 
For mental excellence, incapable, 


By nature, of the deeds and thoughts that reach 


A Nation's welfare and a Nation's woes. 


LORD PERSEFIEL D. 


Forgive me, if I err'd. But 'twas a truth 


I ſpoke, I'll ſpeak a bolder. Your lov'd Sex 


Has faults. Ev'n thoſe who might have ſhone con- 


ſpicuous, 
Can ſink their worth in fivolous feebleneſs. 
Yet, if, deſerting character of Sex, 
Tou riſe, or fall, to ſimple human Being, 
If you diſcard what in you blunts our woes, 
And, ſoothing, humanizes rigid hearts, 
If you ſuppreſs each undeſcrib'd emotion 
Of female boſoms, as 'twere Weakneſs ſimply, 


Diſgrace unmix'd, I needs muſt dread the change. 


Whatever be the gain, the loſs comes home; 
I feel it here, in this poor breaſt, already. 


CAROLINE, 


AC 1. - 'SCENE IV. 13 


CAROLINE. 
Great Feier you who with diſdain renounce 
Nobility, the empty boaſt of birth, 

Who, from your higher rank, of Man, look dons ; 
Contemptuouſly on all fictitious rank, 

Grudge you, that we at length. ſhould break the chain 
In which ſtern Prejudice, the jealous fiend, 

Has held our ſex?—Have we not human rank? 

Why act we not, and ſpeak, as human creatures? 


LORD PERSEFIELD. 
Nothing I grudge, nothing, my Caroline, 
To you. Be but yourſelf. —Are you yourſelf, 
If once you baniſh female character 


Who comes? | 
CAROLINE. 


I hear my father. And he brings, 
Perchance, his inmoſtfriends, for private conf rence, 
Ere our great nation's Deputies aſſemble. 


LORD PERSEFIELD, 


break not their retirement. [ Going, 
CAROLINE, | 


Stop an inſtant. 


SCENE IV. 


PALENTOUR, RIMBARD, MANTON, LORD PERSEFIELD, 
CAROLINE., 


DALENTOUR, 
Thou ſeeſt me ſoon return d: — this pair of friends 
Attending, (dear to me, as to their country,) 


Eager 
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Eager to welcome him whoſe heart is one 
With ours, to learn of him and to impart _ 

All that concerns the common cauſe, — the cauſe 
Of France, of Britain, and of human kind. 


LORD PERSEFIELD. 
[To Manton and Rimbard. ] Moſt worthy Citizens, you 

| got from us - 
The Plant of Liberty : let us from you 


Learn to mature its growth. 


WAYS | 
The wat'ry ſtraits 
Which parted us are vaniſh'd; the dire Hatred, 


Urging our anceſtors to mutual ſlaughter 
And ev'ry woe of war, is chang'd to Friendſhip. 


RIMBARD. 
It grew not in us. Twas a bandage, bound, 
By deſpots, o'er our eyes; with which they led 
Us on to battle, Hatred now conſume them! 

| © DALENTOUR. | 

Wonder not, gen'rous Briton, in our counſels 
To ſee a Woman :—fear not to ſpeak freely. 
We've learnt, a female head, or female heart, 
Can aid a Nation's cauſe, —giving the lie 
To ancient prejudice againſt the Sex, 


LORD PERSEFIELD. 


He knows not Clare, who flies to Reaſon's pow'r 


To inforce on him the preſence of your daughter. 
Yet, ſhould my varying thoughts divide my mind, 
Forgive and call me Novice; — not prepared, 


* 


ACT 1. SCENE IV. 15 


By uſe, to mix th* impreſſion of her eye 
With buſineſs of a Nation. 
1 5 cCAROLIxE. 
| Nation, Clare ? 
Shall public virtue, ſhall ſolicitude 
For human rights, give dignity, reſpect, 
And ornament, to Man? A.nd ſhall the eye 
Of Woman be diſcordant to thoſe feelings? 
RIMBARD. 
Divine! This vigour pour'd into each limb 
Of our Republic, where's the Pow'r we cruſh not? 
Thus arm'd, inſpir'd, and marſhall'd, will our Freemen 
The ſlaviſh hoſts, led on by Slaves, drive headlong. 
DALENTOUR, | 
But, to our buſineſs. —This our Britiſh friend, 
Incumber'd once with titles, ſhook them off; 
Riſing from Earl to Man. Wait we more proof, 
Ere we admit him to our confidence ? 


RIMBARD. 
. Superfluous caution. 
= CAROLINE. 

Clare will not betray 


The * of virtue: elſe I know him n not. 
LORD PERSEFIELD. 


My thanks. | 
CAROLINE. . 
Admitted, too, a Citizen 
Of our Republic. 
MANTON. 
Being of that large virtue 
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Which can embrace whole nations, nay the globe, 
He knows diſcretion, and can ſuffer it 
In others ; who plan vaſt deſigns, o'er th' earth 


To burſt, with ſplendour yet unknown to mortals, 


And give it new creation. 


LORD PERSE FIELD. 
Truſt me not. 


My faith bel raice to the one teſt of Deeds: 
And, as I prove me, ſo hereafter treat me. 


MANTON. 
Methinks thoſe words were from thy heart. I truſt thee: 
Known, too, of Dalentour. Proceed we, Rimbard. 


RIMBARD. 


Shall Tabs be puniſh'd, or eſcape ? 


There lies the queſtion. 
DALENTOUR, | 
Traitors periſh all! 
No ſofter ſuffrage knows the breaſt inflam'd 
With patriotiſm. a 
CAROLINE . 

Nor ſhall our feeble Sex, 
(So eall'd) aſk mercy for the wretch perfidious, 
Who ſaps the riſing edifice of Freedom, 


Which TO" he curs'd, he gave his hand to rear, 


LORD PERSEFIELD. = 
[Afide.] How ſternly juſt!—Yet, juſt, Why ſound 


ſo harſh? 
5 J like 


* ACT I. SCENE IV, 17 


J like, and like 1 It not. 


RIMBARD. 
Francis the King, 
F rancis the Traitor, Gn. 


MANTON. 
Shall we not firſt, 


By ſolemn trial, prove his guilt? Mo 


RIMBARD. 
Yes: prove 
The ſun to ſhine; prove that— 
| MANTON. 
Yet Rimbard, Forms— 
Forms are the guides of pure ſubſtantial juſtice ; 
And clear the judges to the judging world. 


is RIMBARD. 
Be it. To ſtomachs which digeſt not ſubſtance, 
Serve up your forms to feed on. I, mean time, 


Il brook delay; feeling WHOM me that, 
May excuſe all forms. 

He DALENTOUR, 7 
N he public proofs, with 6. 
Produc'd in private ſince, might ſhake a throne, 

Its baſe coeval with the earth, its top | 

In loftieſt clouds, — and hurl a tyrant from it. 

My friends, urge we the tardy hand of vengeance : 
Till, the great debt of death diſcharg'd, all claims 


Are ſatisfied, all future crimes cut oft. 


, 8 
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RIMBARD. 
This only method now remains, to place 
Our infant State in ſafety. 
| MANTON. | 
What's required 
For that high end, (in concord with mine honour,) 
Commands my voice, my all, while breath remains. 
And, how ſpeaks Britain of our awful proceſs 
That all muſt gaze ar ? 


LORD PERSEFIELD. 

It creates a pauſe ; 
Arreſting ev'ry thought, till ſome great mind, 

Vent'ring abroad, draw puny thinkers on, 

And thus be beaten a path-way, where Opunon 

May dare appear in daylight. 


 CAROLINE, 
Say you, Clare ? 
Does Treach'ry ſtrike an ear in Britain' s iſle, 


And leave a doubt of vengeance ? 


LORD PERSEFIELD. 
Britiſh ears 


Shrink ** a Traitor's name: but Britiſh hearts, 
And Britiſh heads, aſk prog of crimes. And France 
I bid not hope, ſhe ſhall behold my country 
Drive with the torrent gainſt all regal ſway. 
A Briton loves his King. 
| DALENTOUR. 
Make not a Briton 

To be my hatred. Once I did adore him; | 

„„ N 1 | 5 Thence, 


ACT 1. SCENE 1V. 19 


Thence, copied; rivall'd, next: now we look down 
With pity on the lean and pigmy ſize 
Of mongrel Freedom that your countrymen 


Still hug with fond embrace.—But, pardon, Citizen: 


Tis us you now call countrymen. 


LORD PERSEFIELD, 


Tis true 
We follow now whom we have led. Yet, Friends, 
Yet ceaſe I not, wholly, to love that manſion, 
Under whoſe ancient roof for years I lived 
In plenty, peace, content, and happineſs. 


RIMBARD. | 
Say, penury, tumult, and a murmuring mis'ry. 
Such is your ſyſtem, view'd with ours. 


CAROLINE. 
Baſe, narrow; 
Suits not a gen'rous heart, binds up ignobly 
Th' expanſive fprings of warm Philanthropy, 
Limits Fraternity, checks equal Rights, 
Which ſpurn at all that Privilege is named. 
RIMBARD, 


Such eloquence hears Britain ? 


LORD PERSEFIELD. 
From the Sex 
I never heard it, | 


Or 1 ? 'T will fan my paſſion, or will quench it. 
G2 Caroline 


{vl . 


Call I this, Delight? LAlde. 
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_ THE CAPTIVE MONARCH. 
Caroline! [Zo Caroline. ] 


CAROLINE. 


Clare What ſay you? 


DALEN TOUR. 


— 


| Patriotiſm 
In female form, confounds him.—Bur, to buſineſs. 
And, if we fail, I iy. No more 1] awell 
Where royal Puppets, mov'd by ſecret agents 
Of Pow'rs infernal, deadly foes to man, 
Stalk with gigantic cruelty o'er Rights 
Of millions. | 
RIMBARD, 

Fly we, Dalentour, together 
Be it to frigid or to torrid climes. 115 
There Freedom's breath and Rights diffus'd to all 
Shall thaw the ice, or cool the ſcorching beams. 


| LORD PERSEFIELD. 
Fix me thoſe bleſſings, beyond human outrage, 
Crown them with ſober and ſecure enjoyment, 
To each man, of the hut his hands can build, 
The grain he raiſes, and the ore he digs; . 
Then will I gladly meet all Ills that ſea 
Or clime inflicts. Be your lot mine. 
MANTON. 
And mine. 
Briton, what: ſecret converſe with my ſoul 
Has thine maintain'd? 1 hou ſpeak ſt its inmoſt 
ens. 
Infurd thoſe Bleſſings, cheer wel face 


The 


* 
7 
La 

8 
: 
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The Ills ; nor yield the palm of patient courage 
To thoſe who hunt with keeneſt appetite | 
The blood of Francis. 

| RIMBARD. 

Rule thy tongue: le% Treaſon, 

Againſt the Lights of this our land, eſcape thee. 
If Treaſon's voice aſſault the ear of Rimbard, ' 
Can Accuſation ſleep upon his tongue ? 


MANTON. 
Mean'ſt thou to threaten? 


DALEN TOUR. 

: | Compel not accuſation, 

My hitherto reſpected friend. 
MANTON. 


— 


Nor, you, 

Think to repreſs what from yourſelves I learnt, 

Speech unreſerv'd. The Freedom is a mock'ry, 

Which frees my tongue to aſſail with rancour whom 

| We once obey'd, but, if a cenfure touch 

The Pow'rs that now have ſway, ſtraight cries out, 
Treaſon. | 1 

[ Enter a Meſſenger. 


MESSSENGER. 
Th' Aſſembly of the nation meets, and calls 
Your aid. | 
DALENTOUR, 
We come. Do you conduct this ſtranger 
Where he may hear each word pronounc'd this day. 
8 MESSENGER, 
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| MESSENGER. 
T will attend him. 
 CAROLINE .I 

Father, hear, —One moment. 


DALENTOUR, 


Follow. [ Exeunt all but Lord Perſeficld, 


SCENE V. 
LORD PERSEFIELD /0/4s. 
Sweet Spirit of Love, who bad'ſt me hope 
'T hat her ſoft mind, in years to come, would ſmooth 
My brow from wrinkling furrows, plough'd by cares 
And toils of Manhood, is it thou haſt wrought 
The change ?—For—ſhe is chang'd. * ſhe not 
juſtly? 
Then, what offends me? Should not heav'nly Freedom 
Iſſue with richeſt grace from heav'nly lips? 
Tis ſtrange.—I'Il think no more on't, now. I go. 
The fate of Nations and the World invite 
Mine ear. What is the life of ove? Yet, ſhould 
That one bear in his fate the fate of millions. 


But I attend, —Live Liberty! And Francis! 
| [ Exit, 


END OF ACT 1. 


ACT 


- 


ACT IF, SCENE 1. 23 


ACT U. 
SCENE I. 4A Priſon. 


THE KING /0/1s. 


Au Ja Monarch? France my vaſt domain? 

Have Europe's Pow'rs ſhrunk at an angry nod 

Of my high anceſtors? Has this my Perſon 

Receiv'd from crowds of courtiers preſſing homage, 

This Voice ſent willing hoſts to both the Indies? 

And, now, a pris'n my palace! Now my guards 

Command me, not obey; — a hoſtile band, 

Who cry for Liberty, but grant it not.— 

My Subjects? Were it Britain puniſh'd me, 

Or were I to thoſe Beings a prey, whoſe woes 

I did o'erlook when pow'r was in this arm, 

Whoſe haraſs'd limbs raiſe in our weſtern iſles 

What we conſume in pamper'd indolence,— 

Had theſe moſt injur'd mortals been my ſcourges, 

Then had I bow'd my conſcious head in filence. 

But, they! My Subjects! Whom I lov'd as doth 

A father love his offspring Death may ſoon 

Kindly relieve this head. Elſe, madneſs mult. 

Could I ſend out this boſom *midſt my people, 

Legibly gray'd with ey'ry thought there harbour'd 
Since 
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Since I've had ſubjects, many a head might drop 

Inſtant from off its trunk, which has belied me. 

But, hve ye, my worlt foes! Live, and repent ! 

J have repented, and to Heaven's wrath 

I bow ;—my crimes againſt the innocent 

Thus puniſh'd through the guilty. Should my death 

Deluge my land with blood, —Hold ! that's not mine 

To think of. Fitter for th' all-ſeeing Eye, 

That guides an all-controuling Hand.—Who's there? 
+ [Enter Iſidore. 


iS CE NE IL 
THE KING, ISI DORE. 


Ls. ISIDORE, | 
One who would not be here, but in the hope 
To ſoothe your Majeſty's condition. 


KINGS = 
Hence 


With Majeſty ! Offenſive to my ear, 
And dang'rous to thy tongue. 71; 


ISIDORE. | 
My tongue's forgetful, 
Oft as you've caution'd it. But'tis not, now, 
On me your thoughts ſhould dwell : yourſelf have need, 
Too great, of all your thoughts, | 
_ KING: 1 8 
Hope for myſelf 


: Has left me, ore, In awful leiſure 
T | | | I ponder 


ACT IT, SCENE It. 25 


I ponder on the lot that waits my friends. 
Art not thou one ? 

| ISIDORE., 

If he is one who ſeeks, 
By preſent deeds, to waſh out ſtains of injury; 
Which left but this of comfort, that I gained 
A ſtation where at length I've learnt to know 
Him I had hated, — where I may give proof, 
Daily, before his eye, of my repentance. 


| KING, ; Ee 
Thou canſt look ſternly. Ent'ring here, thy aſpect — 
Pardon me, Iſidore. Now, not one Look, 
Or Word, but glads my ſoul with ſweeter fragrance, 
Than all the incenſe wafted on the wings 
Of Butterflies that flutter d round my throne. 
)  - = 
Had all your foes, filling, by turns, my office, 
Seen what I've ſeen, you had o been on your throne ; 
To bleſs who would be bleſt, and ſcatter Freedom. 
= | xa. 
Branterre, thou ſeeſt, relents nor. 
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| : What of him ? 
Or of ſome hundred hearts that were not born 
Of woman? Theſe may rule my countrymen, 
While they can blind chem : not a moment longer. 


KING. 

Tell to my Boy, ſhould he e'er mount the throne, 
What thou haſt ſeen and felt; — what 'tis ſubdues 
| D The 
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The hearts of Enemies. Iſidore, tell him, 

His Father bids him in his palace be, 

What in this cloudy pris'n has won thy ſoul. 
ISIDORE. 

*T1s not for Iſidore, to ſtand beſide 

A throne. Should my poor country but return 

To ſober quietneſs, I'll ſeek again 

My peaceful nook. 


KING. 
. See now this world. Tis thus 
Virtue withdraws herſelf, and leaves her room 
To Counterfeits, who, what they lack in merit, 
Supply in confidence, in glare, in buſtle. 
Then comes the outcry, © Fie upon crown'd heads ! 
ee They feed bold Beggars, let meek Merit ſleep.” 
What Prince at ev'ry cottage door can knock, 
To wake the wilful ſleeper ?—Iſidore, 
Kings can complain, thou ſfeeſt. 
ISIDORE. 
| Kings may have cauſe. 
This houſe has taught me. 5 
KING. 
I will bequeath to Louis 
A written leſſon of my preſent thoughts. 
Should he be crown'd, wilt thou preſent it to him ? 


ISIDORE. 
If I have life, and find acceſs. 


KING, 
Enough. 


I with 


ACT II. SCENE IV. 27 


I wiſh to ſee my Queen Wife, Iſidore: 7 
I fay, my Wife. This comfort's left, How long, 


I know not. 


LIES 


' ISIDORE. 
Is't your pleaſure, too, to fee — 
KING, 
Beware of Titles, —Leave it to herſelf. 


. 
. EASE. » pits » —— ps Le 92) . erde 
— 2 * = - kc — — 222 — *. r p 7 — 
A Mos e m—__ = * — By 
F 2 4 > WERE, PCT: 7 n ba 2 1 
gd — . {ad ie ers Aa ot T5 N REA SEA 
* . 25 — W r 883 3 e — F 
** F 3 ? 2 — em —— — 3 
F. . 28 — — — 2 = —_— — 2 —— all bo _ 
» 1 p 2 — ny 8 oy ” 
T5. „ on a — — — — — — — 


SCENE III. 


THE KING ſolus. 
Shall Love like Iſidore's go unrewarded ? - . 
'Tis not forgott'n above. That clears not me ;— 
Might hands ſo feeble find reward to give. 
The writt'n bequeſt, left to his charge for Lows, 
(Should unforeſeen events enthrone my Boy,) 
Shall not forget my guardian Iſidore, 
Nor ſtrong injunction to reward his deeds, 
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SCENE IV. 


THE KING, THE QUEEN, ANNE, CONSTANCE, LOUIS. 


QUEEN. 
Iſidore ſays, you call for me. This train, 
Diſconſolate, attend if you forbid not. 


| KING. | 
I wiſh'd around me thoſe, into whoſe hearts 
I may th' o'erflowings of my own pour freely. 
Such is your train, as far as age permits. 
D 2 2 ANNE, 


28 THE CAPTIVE MONARCH. 


ANNE, 


Love oy father leſs than OI older? 


KING. 
More than your health allows, or e 
I fear it. | 
ANNE. 


Would you have me happy, Sir, 
And not love you? 


KING. 
[To the Queen.] No anſwer can be given 
To ſuch a queſtion. 


7 CONSTANCE, 
| | Think you, Anne, arrived 
At my age, or your mother's, you ſhould find 
More ſtrength to bear your ſorrow-? 


ANNE. 
Should I not? 


CONSTANCE. | 
At my age, or your mother's, then, reflect 
On this, and put the queſtion to yourſelf. 


ANNE. | 
As though I were to live! Aunt, think you not 
I catch enough, of words that you let fall, 
To know my danger; though your caution watches, 
Leſt I ſhould hear too much? I thank you for it. 
"Lf, be . Anne has n. 


* I a a as 


QUEEN. 
Courage ? 
Why, thou wert born to it. But, yet, too young 

2 2 To 


ACT 11. SCENE IV, 29 


To invite ſuſpicion. Me miſguided wretches 

May well attack. The ſtage of public action 

Has known me. And the men who feel a grievance, 
Or think they ſee the Shadow of a grievance, 

And, as in midnight terror, paint its form, 

To ſuit their viſion, grimly horrible, 

Or ghaſtly pale, theſe men will ruſh upon 

The firſt great object comes 1n view, 


KING. 
Miſzuided 

Surely they are. If I do know this heart, 
Its woes are center'd not in Self, nor bounded 
Ev'n by the objects plac'd before mine eyes 
This inſtant. No. It wanders through the land, 
Bleeds at the ravages of direful Diſcord, | 
And ſmarts at wounds of foes, while their mouths foam 
With curſes on my head, —the Tyrant Francis. 


CONSTANCE, 

Theſe words, oh, might they, poiſon'd by no comment, 
Enter the ears of a misjudging people 
With what a flood their loyalty would burſt ! 

| QUEEN. 
And gloriouſiy o'erwhelm a hoſt of traitors ! 
But the arch-traitors, barring Truth's approach, 
Send their hoarſe trumpets forth, of moſt foul W 0 


To force all ears. | 


Ius. 
[At a diftance, ſpeaking to his playthings.] 
Stand up, you "BY Traitor. 
You're 
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You're a good Subject: ſtand you here, ſee. „ khbene 


I'll have you fight. 
; CONSTANCE. 


Hark! Louis makes ee 
Serve him for play. 


KING, 
Boys are in vehement earneſt, 


Play though we call it. 
LOUIS. 


What, the Royaliſt down? 
O, fie !—Riſfe. If you let a Rebel beat you, 
This captain ſhoots you dead. | 
QUEEN. 
Go to him, Anne. 
You hang upon your father, and myſelf, 


Too much. 
„ ANNE. 


Muſt I be ſent away —1 95 
[Cees 70 Louis, at @ d. 2 8 8 of the ſtage. 


QUEEN. 
Go without murmur.—If ſhe tend her parents 
With this ſolicitous ardour unremitting, 
Frail though her aid be, yet the force, reverting 
Upon her feeble frame, may ſhatter it, 
And give delight to Fiends,—of hell, —and earth. 
This muſt not be. No. Let her hve to blaſt, 
With terror, as with beauty, ev'ry viſage 
Meagre, and grim, and fiend-like, that, with tongue 
Of ſerpent, hiſſes at the envied luſtre 
Of poliſh'd life it was not born to ſhine in. 

| KING. 


Ac ui. SCENE IV. 31 


KING, 
Too old to be detach'd from grief by ſports, 
Too young to effect the ſuccour which moſt fondly. 
She does attempt, the ſight of her unmans me: 
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Yet, abſent, ſtraight my heart goes forth to ſeek her. : 
Suffer this, both. Nor ſay I flight your woes, | 
Or the ſweet ſolace I derive each hour | 
From your great efforts. 

CONSTANCE. 


T were a jaundic'd eye, 
Could ſee your love of her, neglect of us. 
Nor is our woe ſo ſlender, we need call 
Invention to increaſe it. 

KING, 

Tis too true. 
8 * - LOUIS. 

[Goes to the King. J Theſe men are bad ones. 


KING. 
What men, Louis ? ? 
LOUIS, 4 
There; 
The wooden men: do nothing as I'd have them. 


KING, 


Men __ of fleſh- and blood can be as bad. 


LOUIS. 


J viſh my men had feeling. 


KING. 
Some who mine a 
Once call'd themſelves, can boaſt not much of that. 


5 


LOUIS, 
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LOUIS. 
When you get out, Sir, you mult hang the rebels; 
And make the good men rich. 

KING, 

When I get out! 
Is that to be ? | | 
LOUIS, : 

We'll make them open the doors. 


SCENE V. 
THE SAME, AND BRANTERRE. 


T, BRANTERRE,. 
A man would ſpeak with Francis. 


QUEEN. | | 
Speak with whom? 

KING, 
[To the Queen.] Do not forget yourſelf I'm nothing 


mooſe. - - 
Sounds that, on wings of fancy, bore a magic 
Of title, rank, and rev'rence, ev'n ourſelves 
Have baniſh'd. Look you, then, that he ſhould ſpeak 
them, 


Who rules where we are captive ? 


BRANTERRE. 
He deſired 
Admittance to the King. My anſwer was, 
I knew of none ;—in pris'n, or in the nation, 


| QUEEN, 
Was that your anſwer ? 
| BRAN TERRE. 


_* ACT II. SCENE V. 


BRANTERRE. 
Was it not a good one? 


CONSTANCE. 
Reſpect your feelings, Madam; and my wake 8. 


KING. | 


Where ſhall I fee him? 


BRANTERRE. 
| Here is beſt. The females 
Can leave you. 
QUEEN. 
Heav'ns! The Females! [ 4/e. 
- LOUIS. | | 
Open the doors, 
Call the King's guards, and let his Majeſty 
. 1 7 
B  BRANTERRE. 


Not ſo, my ſpawn of royalty. 


KING. | 


Hurt not my Boy. [Drows Louis /o bim. 


BRANTERRE. 
Teach him to know himſelf 


ANNE. 
Are we to leave you, Sir? 
KING. | 
| . A perſon aſks 
To ſpeak with me. | 
LOUIS. 
Diſmiſs him ſoon. 
| BRANTERRE, 


We're tedious. 
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As twere ſome Palace; where each idle motion 
Is clogg'd with heavy pomp, and baſe retinue 
Of proudly ſtrutting ſlaves. 


QUEEN. 
I pray, was Inſult 
In) oin'd by thoſe who plac'd you here? 
BRANTERRE. 
To Kings 


Inſult were recompence moſt meet. But, haſte 
My time's a charge held of the Sov'reign Public, 


CONSTANCE, 
To endure, is all our leflon. 
QUEEN. 
Children, come. 
[Exeunt Queen, Conſtace, Anne, and Louis. Enter 
La Porte, by another door. ] 
LA PORTE. | 
But, you can leave us. 
| BRAN TERRE. 
How? Some plotting Courtier 
LA PORTE. 
In his meridian rays I ne'er did baſk. 
[Delivers a letter to Branterre ; which be reads.) 


 BRANTERRE. 
This is my warrant. But, Diſpatch, remember, 
KING "| 
[Afae.] A ſtranger ! 1 = [ Exit Branterre. 
_ Branterre, quit us not. A ſtranger 
Has nothing for my private car. 
5 OL TT SCENE 


ACT 11. SCENE VI, 35 


Cr, 
* 


SCENE VI. 
THE KING, LA PORTE. 
KING. 
Mine eye 
Recalls not, Sir, th' impreſſion of your face. 
Why are we left alone? A 


LA PORTE. 
If, gainſt my purpoſe, 
Alarm ſeizes your royal breaſt, read this. Gives a letter. 


KING. 
[ning - read it.] Enough. Your bus 'neſs! 


LA PORTE. 
Pleaſe your Majeſty, 
come 
KING. 
Majeſty? Where? This is a peilen 
Nay, Majeſty, I'm told, is known no more 
In the vaſt realm of Francis. Speak not now 
Of Majeſty. 
| LA PORTE. 
In this as other points 
Of duty, will La Porte obey. 
KING. . | 
The bus'neſs! 
LA PORTE. 
My wiſhes for your ſafety bring me here. 


KING, 
Herd you forgot your own? A monarch fallen 
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Is an infected creature: from whoſe touch, 
Or ſight, prudence draws back. _ 


LA PORTE. : 
Prudence is virtue, 
In time and place. And theſe a Coward's brain 
Fertile creates, when miſchief is abroad. 
| ; KING. 
Tis erring friendſhip flies in danger's face, 
Hopeleſs of giving aid. 
- LA PORTE, 
*Tis a cold friendſhip 

That hides itſelf, to wait for certainty. 
Nor does your fate ſtand ſingle. Man's dim viſion 
Reaches not through the compals of events 
Tied by the thread of one frail life. My Country, 
And not my injur'd King alone, inſpires me. 

KING. 
But what can friendſhip, nen . now, 


For me? : 
LA PORTE. 


T hey may to Reas'n and Truth give voice. 


KING, 
The voice theſe love, temp'rate and calm, Said ſpeak 
In vain *mid Diſcord's din and fiery Tumult. 
But, to your ſpecial purpoſe. - 
LA PORTE. 


A Tribunal— 


Have you not heard ? 
KING. 


I'm warn'd to be prepared. 
IA PORTE, 


. ACT II. SCENE VI. 37 


LA PORTE. 
Can you be aided ?—There my errand lies. 


- | KING. | | 
'Tis adding one more pang to what I ſuffer. 
Men, treading down the higheſt human Power 
They had learnt to rev'rence, trampling on all Law, 
Save the wild Fancies of the hour, —theſe men 
Would all who to that Pow'r, or ſtabliſn'd Law, 
Adhere, in one vaſt. ruin ſweep, —But, where 
Tour hopes? Your means of help? 


„ LA PORTE. | | 
ö In my profeſſion. 
The even- handed Juſtice is my ſtudy. 
I've liv'd to hear a bleſſing on my head 

From Innocence my tongue had ſav'd. The hands, 
Which once in doleful dungeons ſhriveling pined, 
Gratefully, ſince, have paid, by healthful toil, 
Rewards I did not aſk, — therefore moſt ſweet. 

To plead your caute, would be its own reward. 


KING. 1 
'Twere lighting firebrands to conſume yourlſclf, 
Self- murder. — Think, what Judges. Whom incenſing, 
You, for reward, may ſhare the fate of Francis. | 


LA PORTE. 
By Heav'n's permiſſion ſhould th' event I name not 
Diflolve throughout this land the bands of union, 
Who, that for helpleſs miſery feels a pang, 
Who, that deteſts Rebellion's hideous viſage, 
Could joy to find himſelf in life? 


* 


KING. 
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KING. 
Great Soul, 
The ſafety thou diſdaineſt, here purſues thee, 
Th' Aſſembly thy petition will reject. 
LA PORTE 
Grant your part. 
KING, 


Tis mere form. *Twere ſafely granted, 
But, wherefore urge me to a needleſs promiſe? 
LA PORTE, 5 
Needleſs? To ſave whom long I've lov'd in private, 


To reſcue from abhorred guilt my Country, 
La Porte would rival ev'n the ancient Roman, 


Who plung'd into the gaping gulph of death. 
KING. 
Who now ſays, Public Virtue is a 1 ? 
Who but the reptile, that on earth trails baſely 
Its groveling length, and ſees not forms erect? 
LA PORT E. 
Or, if I feed not, death is all I wait for. 
I court not death. I hough ſweet, when ſuch the Cauſe 
We die in, yet the Cauſe removes all ſtain 
Of raſh and weak felf-murder.—Give your promiſe. 
. . 
Take it; — on faith of him who was a King. 
LA PORTE 
Already your tribunal has aſſented. 


[The King covers bis face, in filence.] 
[Enter Iſidore. 


SCENE 


SCENE VII. 


ACT II. 


SCENE VII. 


THE KING, LA PORTE, 1SIDORE. 


ISIDORE, 


My orders— 
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Ha! What deeds are doing here? 
[To La Porte. 


KING, 


If thou dial know him, gentle Iſidore, 


I hou'dſt wave the tone of fierce inquiry. | + 

ISIDORE. Fi 

How ? I b 

KING. 5 ö 

But, do thy duty. | 5 
ISIDORE., 


= To diſmiſs the ſtranger, 
Branterre has ſent me. 
KING. 
| | Branterre, had he known 
The "TEAR s errand, had long ſince abridg'd it. 
I would you knew each other. Time may come, 
Theſe deeds of old you ſhall talk o'er, and plan, 
In ſome new form, my deſolate kingdom's welfare.— 


But, break we not your orders; leſt I loſe you. 
| [To Ifidore. 
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| ISIDORE. 
Tis, then, ſome Friend, has pierc'd theſe walls. 


' KING, 
Join hands, 


ct rad 
[ Lays upon theirs. ] 1 
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Rich Loyalty! Wafting, through priſon walls, 
And a rebellious atmoſphere, ſweet fragrance ; 
Which, fearleſs of contagion's pow'r, can reach 
The ſkies, and float around the throne of mercy |— 
Iſidore, 'tis La Porte his own head riſks, 
To ſave a head condemn'd, perhaps, already: 
My Advocate on the approaching day. 

ISIDORE. 


I 3 thee, gracious Heay' n. 
KING, 


| La Porte, you here 
Behold N s deputy, himſelf 

A ſpirit caſt in ſome celeſtial mould, 

And hither ſent to ſmooth my dungeon's horrors. 


ILA FORTE, 
And may the Pow'r, which, as thro” palaces, 
Can ſee through dungeons, there reward him where 
All entrance is on demons and their ſlaves 
F or ever clos'd! 


KING. 
Amen!—But, you muſt go. 
How fares the city; once my boaſted capital? ? 


Anſwer me briefly. | | | 
80 "BA eee f k 
| As its King. Fallen! Fallen! 
| 'ISIDORE. | 
What read you in men' 8. faces, as you 1 N 
LA PoRTE. 
More than would aſk an hour's full ſpace, to tell. 
I read all forms of wickedneſs and woe. 
FF Men 


4 


ACT It. seen vi. © lt 


Men in whom ſtood the bulwark of the State, 

The peaceable, induſtrious, loyal, virtuous, 

Are aw'd by impudence of ſcarecrow villains, 

And ſhew as ſcatter'd Limbs without a Head. 

While unfledg'd Officers, with raw authority, 

Mouthing the Rights of Men, beat down all Law 

That men were us'd to follow;—preach up Freedom 

Of ſpeech licentious, but the tongue that dares 

Approach the old allegiance threaten with death. 

Wives at their doors I ſee, with famine pinched, 

Watching return of huſbands arm'd with pike, 

That on 1ts point carries ſome Citizen's murder: 

Or, if a feaſt they bring, tis thieviſh plunder, 

Not honeſt earnings. Confidence is baniſh'd. 

Anxious Sufpenſe, wild Thoughts, poſſeſs each count'- 
nance.- 

The man that meets his Brother, takes, the moment, 

A poſture of defence. The Friend who ſhakes 

His Friend's right hand, looks 1n the left to ſpy 

A Dagger. | | | 


>, 


KING. 


My poor Kingdom! — Then, to Francis 
Muſt all be charg'd.— But we forget. Hie REG 
My dauntleſs Patron. 


LA PORT E. 


Soon we muſt conſult. 
Pl pack advice, and bring it to your car, 
[ Exeunt. 


END OF ACT II. 
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_ THE CAPTIVE MONARCH: 


ACT II. 


SCENE I. The Aſmbhy. 


DALENTOUR, RIMBARD, MAN TON; WITH THE PRESI- 
DENT, AND OTHER MEMBERS: ALSO LORD PERSE- 
FIELD. e 

MAN TON. 


Wu waſte our time. The hour's at hand, that brings 


Our ſolemn 1 People o'er its King 
In judgment ſeated. 

RIMBARD, 

King has, here, no meaning, 

A foreign term : which, croſs the Pyrenees, 
The Alps, or Ocean, may awhile exiſt; 
But, in the ſpace. of one poor century, 
Shall wear the ruſt wherewith hoar Time firſt covers, 
Then ſilently devours, the monuments 
Of earthly grandeur. 

MANTON. 

Yet, in this bold ſcene, 

Muſt freezing awe ſeize on the cold blood's current; 
T mow Law pronounces, © Monarchy 1 1s dead,” 


DALENTOUR, 
Be ſome dire puniſhment for treas'nous eyes, 


18 to melt with pity. 0 [ Applanſes. 


LORD PERSEFIEL D. 


Heay'ns! Where at am I? [ Aja. 
MANTON-. 


ACT III. SCENE I, 


ET MANTON. 
Diſpatch we buſineſs. Left, th' accus'd arriving, 


Delay give needleſs pain. 
1 [ Enter Branterre. 


BRANTERRE, 
Francis attends. 
We wait the ſov'reign will. Krit. 
1255 RIMBARD. | 
No headlong haſte. 
Let him be held prepar'd. This high Aſſembly, 
The People's Image, bids him here when fitting. 
Thus are we frugal of the public Time. : 
MANTON. | 
| Theſe lighter matters we can well poſtpone ; 
In truth, already wantonly deſerted. 


DALENTOUR. 
Let Francis feel himſelf a Man. His thoughts 
Can wander back to pomp and pageantry 
Of old, encompaſſing his giddy head, 
And in expectant weary penance holding 
The tame, ſtarv'd, ſuitor, unenlighten'd yet, 
Nor knowing, that, with fleſh and blood like F rancis, 


He had equal rights, 
MANTON. 


Be not Revenge the praiſe 
Of thoſe who mark for others ſteps the paths 


To tread! The Public Weal be all our guide! 


RIMBARD. 
Againſt a Tyrant ſweet is our Revenge. 


'Tis on his head we break our chains. 
F 2 
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LORD PERSEFIELD. _ 
| | Boaſt theſe 22 
Humanity and univerſal Love? 


RIMBARD, 
To gazing Nations widely we diſplay 
The Right ſupreme, which Man, by Nature's charter, 
Claims over ſceptred Puppets and their foolery. 


MANTON. 
In prying Nations we awake ſuſpicion, _ 
That they who part with Kings can keep the Faults 
Of Kings. Will this win Confidence? 


DZuter Branterre, 
BRAN TERRE. 


The hour 
Is come. Francis requeſts to meet his Trial. 


PRESIDENT. 

Bring in your Pris'ner. [ Exit Branterre. 
| This auguſt Aſſembly, 
What „ in full decree it promis'd, 

Doubtleſs to-day in action will revere. 

I ſpoke but as your mouth. 


MANTON. 
Promiſe is ſacred. 


SCENE 


Who feels a guilt, confeſs. Ere I accuſe me, 


ACT 11. SCENE II, 45 1 
SCENE II. * 
THE SAME; WITH THE KINO, LA PORTE, BRANTERRE, 9 
r PRESIDENT. 
Francis, you're charg'd before this high Trib | 1 
(Which bears all Sov'reignty) with heavy crimes, i 
And num'rous. Op'n Confeſſion would releaſe \" 
The Nation's Pow'rs to works of weightier import, 1 
Would free yourſelf from tedious doubts and toil, i 
And win moſt pow'rfully your Judges' Mercy. t | 
And: is the time for Mercy come, already ? bl 
Already am I Judg'd? ? And ſentenc'd ? 4 
DALENTOUR, 1 
Spare 1 
Your queſtions. You're to anſwer our's, as Truth ul 
Demands, and the Reſpe& due to this Body. * 
If you confeſs, be't quickly. | 0 
KING. | | 
Let the Wretch, | 


718 


F328" 


I muſt invent the Crime. Ev'n to give Anſwer, 
Diſdain refuſes. But Suſpicion's blots 

Muſt be wip'd off: —that who with love name Francis, 
May do it without a bluſh.—Here do I dare 


The force of ev'ry fair and open queſtion, 


2 E 
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LA PORTE. 
Yet, weigh your Anſwers. And, in matter complex, 
Give me ſhort conf'rence, *T will not be denied us. 
RIMBARD, 
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RIMBARD. 


Remove La Porte. He ſhall at length have audience, 
The Queſtions clos'd. To theſe the Pris'nor, boldly, 


Can anſwer give, if innocent. If guilt 
Lies hid, the tongue intangled may betray it. 
LA PORTE. | 
Oft have I mark'd a Pris'ner, wan and-tremulous, 
Reſembling Guilt :—wien *rwas but novel forms 


Of law, and doubt left Proof deſert his innocence,— 


Left erring judgment (Error being human) 

With wretches herd him, who, in our nature, ſhew 
As rankling ulcers. Such has raſh Opinion, 

With private ſentence, oft tow'rd infamy 


Weigh'd down :—rage at the Act outrunning Proof 


Gainſt the ſuppoſed Agent. And ſuch oft 

I've ſuccour'd; calling back their ſcatter'd powers 
Confounded, and to injur'd Truth reſtoring 

Its native firm conſiſtence. 


RIMBARD. 
Here's a man, 
If we but give permiſſion, means to teach 
The Nation and its Delegates their duty. 


KING. 
Confide in me, La Porte. Truth marſhals me 
To Triumph, elſe to Honour in my fall. 

And thou, too, wilt have audience. Reſt on that. 
PRESIDENT. | 

Your Crimes are gainſt the People's Majeſty. 

Tis charg'd, that, in the precincts of the manſion 


$ Where 
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Where you, by favour of the People, dwelt, 
Barb'rous you caus'd to flow the precious blood 

Of Citizens ;—that, treach*rous, you have leagued 
With foreign Pow'rs, to cruſh this infant State. 
With ſundry other Charges, to be anſwer” d. 

What ſay you? Do you theſe confeſs, and bend 
Your eyes tow'rd Mercy? Or, ſhall this Tribunal 
Proceed, on ſolid Proofs, to rigid Juſtice ? 


KING. 
Should the wide World, by ſeeming Proofs deceiv'd, 
Admit me guilty, *gainſt my fate I place 
The ſhield of patient courage. But, till proofs 
Of potency delve out of this firm breaſt | 
Its conſciouſneſs, my Tongue's a Traitor, owning 
Or Deed or Thought tow'rd my deluded People, 
Which, charg'd on Man or King, could make aſhamed, 


RIMBARD. 
Deluded People? Spare Inſinvation : 
Elſe you repent it. | 
PRESIDENT. 
Add it to the . 
Be it reſerv d; with others. 


DALENTOUR. 
Whereto tends, 
Francis, your mention of a King ? 
KING, 
I was 


Lon a King —1 think fo.. Twas my meaning, 
That 
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That thoughts becoming Kings have been the thoughts 


Of Francis. 
RIMBARD. 


Do your ears receive theſe words, 
And fit ye patient From the flitting Shadow 
Of our departed Tyranny, arraigned 
Before the Sov'reign People ? 

DALENTOUR. 
| Such we are, 

Here Oey 'd;—the People's Organ and their Semblance, 
Let the raſh man gainſay his words, or, inſtant, 
Be ey his Accuſation, —all elſe reſting. 


PRESIDENT. | 
Francis, retract them. Twere your wiſdom. 
KING, 
| = LE Say you? 
Forget I'm Francis? Give myſelf the lie ? 
Seal the foul deeds, which, under thin pretext 
Of what is much miſcall'd the Nation's will, 
Have robb'd the Nation of its ancient Laws, 
And left a yawning chaſm of Anarchy ? 
An uproar in * Aſembly. 
PRESIDENT. 
'Tis fit the headſtrong man retire. *Tis fit, 
That we reſpect ourſelves, and take our meaſures. 
Pris'ner, withdraw. And, when we next demand you, 
Bring language that may ſuit your place, and pay 


To ours its due. 
KING, 
When] forget my place, 
| — Accuſe 


ACT 111. SCENE It, "= alt 


Accuſe me. I have lov'd, and love, my People. 
Be life or death my lot, I'll not betray them. 


 [Ereunt the . La Porte, and Branterre. 


SCENE III. 


THE SAME PERSONS AS IN SCENE f. 


IS 


N PRESIDENT, 

On what reſolve we ? Shall this Trial hold 
The courſe preſcrib'd, or to the flagrant words, 
Ourſelves have heard, paſs over ? 


DALENTOUR, | 


Trial is needleſs. 
Decree the Traitor s head and trunk be ſever'd, 
To Infamy his name for ever doom'd. 


RIMBARD. © 

Nor loiter Execution ! Ere the fun | 

In darkneſs twice have left us, op'n thoſe ſluices 

Of blood devoted, which alone can quench _ 

The vengeful thirſt of a wrong'd ſov'reign * 

5 MAN TOR. _ 
Should we, tow'rd vengeance, take theſe haſty a 


Fall'n is our Nation's praiſe. Below reprieve 


We ſink in ignominy. | 


6 N 
Or in fame 


Stand higheſt. France ſhall bare its arm of "MY 


And teach the pauſing Nations, that, to ſtrike, 
| G When 
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When Traitors dare oppoſe, can fix for ever 

A People's broad-bas'd power, and ſtamp its fame. 
'[Enter Caroline; who places berfelFnear Lord Perſefield. 


|  MANTON. 

Th' o'er-pow'ring dignity of force diſpaſſion d, 
In us diſcern'd, ſhall, in aſteniſhment 

Dumb and irreſolute, hold thoſe haughty ſpirits 
Our petulance might urge to draw the ſword, 
Not to be ſheath'd till one vaſt ſea of blood 

Be what was Europe. 


RIMBARD. 
| Cowards are as Traitors. 
Let the ſame axe be deſtin'd to their heads 
MANTON. 
Ne'er ſhall the charge of coward make me ſwerve 
From— | [Interrupted by clamour. 
| PRESIDENT. 


Hence with pers'nal controverſy. Think, 
Europe's our audience. Shall the fate of Francis 
Reſt until next we meet? 
RIMB ARD. 
Vengeance immediate 
LA general cry of ] Vengeance 
' MANTON., 


Preſerve the peace. Protect the Pris ner, 
Till calm deliberation fix his fate,  [ Louder clamour. 


PRESIDENT: 


ACT 111. SCENE IV. 51 


PRESIDENT. 
By virtue of my pow'r—(reluCtantly 
I uſe it)—till to-morrow I adjourn 
Our ſeſſion. | 


MANENT DALENTOUR, RIMBARD, LORD PERSEFIELD, 
CAROLINE, | 


.-CAROLINE. 
Father, whence, I pray, this Clamour ? 
Too late I came. 
: LORD PERSEFIELD, . 
But not too late to ſhew [ Aide. 
Thou haſt a heart that never ſhall be Perſefield's. 


DALENTOUR, 
Oh, hadſt thou heard his phraſe of arrogance ! 
Self-titled King, when Royalty is vaniſh'd ! 
So young, ſtill thy full heart, with forceful ſpring 
Of patriotiſm, had ſpurn'd th' audacious tyrant, 
Thy voice enrich'd th* harmonious cry of Vengeance. 


CAROLINE, 
In Rome and Sparta, Females, you have told me, 
Were not ſuch Babes but that the public weal 
Had charms to fix their minds. They could endure, 
Could reyel in, the ſcenes of patriot yalour, 
G 2 Whoſe. 


[Exeunt all except Dalentour &c. 
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52 THE CAPTIVE MONARCH. 


Whoſe gory aſpect would a modern female 
Strike ſenſeleſs on the earth. | 


LORD PERSEFIELD. | 

Tis well I've heard you, 

| [ Aſide, 
Thoſe lips and mine no mutual troth have plighted. 


palLEN Tun. 

Clare now has witneſs d th' energetic ſpirit 
Breathing in Freedom's Sons. Inhale this breath. 
Diffuſe it, Clare, through the rich iſle of Britain. 
Then ſhall two Lands, that look fraternally 

Acroſs a ſtream of water, be but one.— 
Already we are one :—faidſt thou not ſo ? 


RIM BARD. 
Speak it again. I've not yet heard the ſound 
From Britiſh mouth. T will brace me. Wherefore 
ſillent? 
Whence this blank mien? 


LORD PERSEFIELD, 


| Does France with her Profeſſion 
Accord her Practice? £ 


DALENTOUR. 
How ? What? Doubt you thoſe 
Whom . proudly calls her deareſt children? 


LORD PERSEFIELD, 
1 doubt my ears, my eyes, my very being. 
But, if I dream not, if I am where Freedom 


To heights before unknown ä where Patriots 
Dauntleſs 


ACT III. SCENE IV, 


Dauntleſs aſſert th eternal Rights of Nature; 
Say, did I ſpeak, in ſimple footh, my thoughts, 
Would France, would you, endure it? 


CAROLINE, 


53 


Speck them, Clare. 


Congenial ſouls, with rival haſte, each thought, 
Ev'n as it riſes, mutually transfer. 


LORD PERSEFIELD, 
Say, Dalentour, if, as mine eye receives 
Impreſſions from the various ſcenes preſented, 
(Each obje& on my ſenſe unwarp'd and paſſive 
Leaving its image,) aught ſhould ſtrike mine eye 
Offenſively, ſhall my tongue boldly name it? 
Extends the Freedom, echoed through your ſtreets, 
To give to Speech the broad Security 
We know, and daily uſe, in Britain's iſle ? 


' DALENTOUR, 


Tis but to T raitors we deny that Right. 


LORD PERSEFIELD. 


Are all ſuch, who preſume to ſee a ſpot 
In the bright ſtars that rule the preſent moment? 


[Enter La Porte haſtily. 
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54 ku CAPTIVE MONARCH, 


SCENE V. 


DALENTOUR, RIMBARD, LA PORTE, LORD PERSEFIELY, 


CAROLINE. 

IA PORTE. 

Help! Help! Diſſolv'd? Where Where is one can 
rein 

The multitude broke looſe, ſavage in blindneſs? 
; DALENTOUR, 
What means it? | 
| LA PORTP. 


Save his threaten'd head. Save Francis, 


LORD PERSBFIELD. 
Ist come to this? Fall'n Majeſty to lack 
The ſcant protection guards a Murd'rer home 


To his dungeon; 
. RIMBARD, 


| Murd'rer? Traitor's blacker, tenfold, 
Where's Majeſty, thou Briton half-enlighten'd, 
Save in the People ?—But, La Porte, inform us. 


„ IA PORTE, 
If you have human nature in you, pity him. 
If pow'rs of motion, run. If yet yon waves, 
That roll uncertainly, but tow'rd his head 
Do mainly preſs their pond'rous flood, you aught 
Can ſway, go, bid reſpect his ſuff rings. Haſte! 
 RIMBARD. 


Give us the matter. 
| LA PORTE, 


Time, with ev'ry breath 
— 


ACT 111. 'SCENE v. 85 

We draw, is waſting. 
DALENTOUR. 5 

Tell us what has happen'd. 


LA PORTE. | 
Francis, departing at th' Aſſembly's word, 
(A choſen band, but ſmall, being his guard,) 
Was ſoon by numbers quick increaſing compaſs'd, 
The Dregs of Nature's ſtore, which, in theſe times 
' Disjointed, throng our ſtreets. 


RIB ARD. 
By Nature's gift 
We are Men. All, all, are Men. No more of Dregs. 


LA PORTE. 
Twas not in haughtineſs. Tis vice, tis violence, 
Not honeſt Penury's rags, that I abhor.— 


The Tumult grew: and, whom their once-lov'd Francis, 


If ſuffer'd, had enrich'd with bleſſings ſuch 

As Prince to People gives, theſe cry'd, *Behead him.” 
And Blood and Death were echoed. On the Guard 
They preſs d, broke through the ranks, difmiſs'd myſelf 
And others, bade us thank em that they ſpared 
Our lives. The guards reſiſted ; and, I judge, 
Recover'd the firm order of their ranks. 

But all was Doubt, Hazard, Combuſtion, Terror. 
Hope of quick ſuccour brought me here. Fly ! Fly ! 


DALENTOUR. 
Exalted or depreſs'd, Tyrants are Curſes. 
Yet, Rimbard, his obnoxious head let's reſcue 
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From the unſantion'd weapon,—that it fall 
To national wrath a ſplendid ſacrifice. 


RIMBAKD. 
. ; an example high of that dread juſtice 
Awaits Uſurpers. | Exeunt Dalentour and Rimbard, 


SCENE VI. 


LA PORT E, LORD PERSEFIELD, CAROLINE. 


LORD PERSEFIELD. , 


Was't well ſpok'n? Uſurpers 


cAROLINE. 
Uſurps not he, who wears a Crown, by blood 
Or ſweat, of Equals, purchas'd ? 


| LORD PERSEFIELD. 
| Who would touch, 
With lawleſs hand, the Crow of my lov'd Sov'reign, 


He is no Britou. | 
LA PORTE. 


Francis, advocates 
I've ſent thee ſtrangely minded. Yet— 


SY 


LORD PERSEFIELD. 
Adoring 


Our F es; we can love our King and venerate. 


LA PORTE. 


Ev'n in a ſtroke 0˙ th clock, a head * fall. 
LORD 


G 


Aer II. SCENE VII. $7 
LORD*PERSEFIELD. . 
Your preſence were of no avail. But mark me. 
Or e'er Britannia's Crown ſhall lay in duſt 
Her edifice of equal Laws and free, 
Shall that fair center ſtone, which crowns and perfects 
Yonder big arch, force down the maſſy pile 
That bears it, and is knit by't to firm durance. 


LA PORTE. 
MV hapleſs Country! Had your Model ſhap'd it, 
Whereon the faithful hand of Time hath ftampt 
Its Proof, we had then deſerv'd, we had then receiv'd, 
Wiſdom's Eſteem, and Virtue's Love. Now fink we 
Below Oblivion and Contempt: the pit 
Of Deteftation ſhall our impious annals 
To lateſt ages hold. 

CAROLINE. I 

Hath Dalentour, 
With Patriots of his order, F rance enlighten'd ! ? 
And taught her on free wing to ſoar where eye 
Had ne'er yet view'd ? Then, hears his Daughter this ? 
La Porte, I fly thee. And (be wiſe) fly thou ; 
Unleſs grown weary of life, : [ Exits 


SCENE VIL 
LA PORTE, LORD PERSETIELD. 
Unſcxed Woman ! 


Gs, do thy worſt, Sweet is my life, to fave 
1 My 
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My King. Falls he, I welcome thee to gorge 
My richeſt blood. —1s he not fall'n ?—What murmur? 


LORD PERSEFIELD. 

Tis in your ear.—Accept a Stranger's ſorrows, 
To mingle with your Monarch's and your own. 

LA PORTE. 
He is no Stranger, who's indeed a Briton; 
Who knows his bleſſings, and, in one embrace, 
Infolds his Liberty, his Laws, his King. 

| LORD PERSEFIELD. 
Such now I boaſt myſelf, —Soft ſilken words, 
That hither drew me, had fantaſtic hopes 
Within me lighted, of a heav'n-ſprung Freedom, 
A Magic of Fraternity, to knit 
All hearts, and ſudden change the darkſome ſcenes 
Of human woe to bright Elyſian fields. 
But, harſh Reality on my ſenſes ſtriking, 
The Spell is brok'n.—And (tell me) the ſweet ſpirit 
| To chaſe away, once breathing through yon form 
Of beauty, — ſay, comes his from 1 New Know- 
ledge, | 
From heav*n-born Freedom, —this the Renovation, 
Which to behold and ſhare, the race of man 
Are taught, perſuaded, lur'd, threaten'd, compell'd* 
14 PORTE. 

My royal Maſter! Can nought deviſe, 
To ward the inſtant blow ?—Haply tis ſtruck. 
Or, waits it for mock juſtice? To come ſharpen'd 
By Pomp inſulting?— Oh! His limbs are torn, 


ACT Hr. SCENE VIIL. 
Ey'n now. Where am I?—Or, where ſhould I be? 
Begone this ſtupor !—Though I know not Arms, 
Hopelels I'll range the ſtreets, for aid from Heav'n or 


| [Going out, is met by Iſidore. At the ſame time, the 
found of an approaching multitude is heard. 


SCENE VIII. 


LA PORTE, LORD PERSEFIELD, ISIDORE. 


LA PORTE. 
Iſidore, ſpeak. - Tell me 


ISIDORE. 
Diſgrac'd for ever 
Is this great city. Francis 
5 LA PORTE. 


What of him? 
Ca ISIDORE. | 
Beloy'd— | | 
LA PORTE, 


- ISIDORE. 
Of all that virtue lov'd— 


i 


LA PORTE. 
Is butcher'd! Ha! | 


ISIDORE, 


7 Then were his mis'ries ended. 
It is not ſo. The ſtreets are bloody currents. 


H 2 


5 l — — | 
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Loyal and trait rous blood have mix'd; and ſmeared 
My King. Moſt foul it looks upon him: he 
Under the ſtains moſt gallant, 


LA PORTE, 
With his own 


Is't mingled ? 
ISIDORE, 
No, I truſt. 


LA PORT E. 


o%, 


He does yet live. 
But, wha of that ?—Relate th* events. Thou bleed |, 


: ISIDORE, 
Tis others“ blood. 

LA PORTE, 5 
Nay, but it trickles down. 


ISIDORE. | 

J felt no wound. Yet, now, I could 18 

But, hear. Two Parties, this for ſlaughter inſtant, 

That for delib'rate murder, held fierce conteſt, 

Long did I graſp him with this anxious arm ; 

And, how we parted, know not. But, methinks, 

The wound you've made me feel did level me 

Wich earth. For there I found me, diſtant far 
From my lov'd Maſter : whom, by ſtrongeſt 8 


I could no more poſſeſs 


LA PORTE. 
| Know'lt thou no further ? 


ISIDORE, 


ACT 111, SCENE VII, G1 


| ISIDORE. | 
They yanquiſh'd who ſome future day do purpofe 
On royal blood to feaſt, calling, to witneſs, 
Earth and the higher world. Hear you the noiſe ? 
T hey bring the Pris'ner, and the Trial begins. 


LORD PERSEFIELD. 


Here ſought I Heav'n : and here I find a Hell. 


| LA PORTE. | 
Come, tongues of Angels; to convince, and melt! 
Yet, on infernal ears, where were your power? 
5 | | LEreunt. 


END OF ACT III, 
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62 TR CAPTIVE MONARCH, 


A C- T | IV. | 
SCENE I. The Prien. 
THE KING, THE QUEEN, CONSTANCE. 


a 8 QUEEN, 

THrxsE were the ſelf- made Judges of their Sov'reign. 
Wretches, forgot they the mild rays that beamed 
Round Francis' throne, — the foſt'ring hand he ſtretch'd, 
To draw meek Merit from its dark retreat, 

If haply he could ſpy it there through crowds, 

Who fear'd its riſe, and cow'rdly ſtrove to hide it ? 


KING, 
The Prince who plants him thus one grateful prop 

*Gainſt danger, adds a hoſt of foes, who watch 

In ambuſh,—then, (ſhould rude events unlook'd for 

Shake his throneꝰs footſtool,) drop their courtiers' colours, 

And ſtorm the throne itſelf, 


- QUEEN, ” 
| : And, ſavage, glut 
With inſolent rage their vengeful appetites. 
Were Laws indeed their aim, Freedom their wiſh, 
Ev'n the wild Freedom, the misſhapen Laws, 

A frantic head could faſhion, yet, theſe gained, 
And th' unrob'd Francis plac'd before their eyes 
A Captive, who that's human,—not in ſhape 


i Of 


ACT rv. © SCENE. 63 


Of Man a ravenous Beaſt, - would ruthleſs ſeize 
The * prey, and ſport with anguiſh ? 


CONSTANCE, 
Did none reſpect your former ſtate ? 


KING, 


| None durſt, 
QUEEN. 
'Tis a ſworn league between baſe cowardice 
And baſer villainy. 
KING. 
To ev'ry man 
The breath of life is precious. He who wiſhed 
To vote me guiltleſs, or to pay reſpect, 
Saw pointed to his breaſt th' aſſaſſin's knife, 
And ſhrunk within himſelf. 


ww 


QUEEN. 
i Daaſtardly villains? 


CONSTANCE. 
Let who confeſſes not, that Life is precious? 


QUEEN, 
Precious! Tis ceaſeleſs Puniſhment, to all 
Whoſe conſcience tells them, by deferted 5 
It has been meanly purchas d. 


' CONSTANCE. 
What 8 
Amid our anxious fears, a ſober hope, 
To _ our minds ? 
-- KING. 
No hope, for me, is ſober. 
SD 'T were 


64 run CAPTIYE MONARCH, 
*Twere as a fond invention, by ſome art 
Unholy, to aſcend a giddy height ; 


That, headlong plunging—Hark ! What ſtep is chat? 
[Z4ge. | Theſe muſt not yy each ftep brings death; 


or, lite. 
| CONSTANCE. 
[To the Chon, ] Heard you a ſtep? 
QUEEN. 
None. 
KING. 


bi | Noiſe, perhaps, below ; 
Fiercely i n upward by the winding concave. 
Methought it it touch'd the door. 
CONSTANCE. | 
Alas! You're ſpent. 
So feeble, think it not diſgrace to manhood, 
A ſound that finds not ev'n our timid ears 
Should now ſtrike yours. 
EE; | QUEEN. - 
Gluttons refin'd and pamper'd! 
| -Their appetites, being pall'd with num'rous feaſts, 
Of ſimpler vengeance, and more humble eruelty, 
Demanded a full banquet, ſumptuous, ſolemn; 
Where Inſult might delib' rate feed, and Numbers 
To luxury give zeſt and emulation. 
When ſend they the proud ſentence ? 


_ CONSTANCE. 
O, whenſend they? 
And, yet, to — not to know, what torment! 
KING. 


8 


ACT IV. SCENE 1. 65 
> = ED 
TF*1 laquirs, were mis'ry. To Prepare, were beſt, 
CONSTANCE. 
Why not racquit their King? ? 


RING. | 
Stay your fond fancy 


From wand'ring. Brace your ear for ſounds of harſhneſs, 


CONSTANCE. 
"a what? La Porte! Deſpiſing ſhafts envenom'd, 
Aim'd at himſelf; preſenting, midſt whole vollies, 
The ſhield of his beſt pow'rs, to guard his King! 
Has he nought ſway'd them ? Be they proof gainſt all 
Save a black Infamy, yet, when their guilt 
Deform'd he painted, might not ev'n they ſhudder ? 


QUEEN. 
As if the Monſters were of fleſh and blood! 
I tell you, No. A Monſter is not human : 
Neither of Infamy has ſenſe. 


CONSTANCE. 
But, may not 


| KING. 
Much may. It may. But why let Hope and F car 
Toſs to each other your unſteadfaſt mind, 
As they could feel the pleaſure of tormenting ? 
Call here my Girl and Boy : whoſe lighter griefs 
May temper ours. Or, if the playful ſpirit . 
Of youth ſome joy in them can kindle, we 
May chance partake. The Demons who do urge 
Our W will grant one moment. Nor will He, 
I . . _ Whoſe 
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66 THE CAPTIVE MONARCH. 
Whoſe ſcourge Men are, and Demons, aggravate 
My chaſtiſement, for that my ſmiling Boy 
I ſmiled upon when Death o'erhung my head, 

' CONSTANCE. 


'Twere blaſphemy to think it. 


KING. 
There's a ſtep: 


Or Sounds Enter Ifidore, with Anne and Louis.] My 


Iſidore! 


SCENE II. 
THE KING, THE QUEEN, CONSTANCE, ANNE, LOUIS, ISIDORE, 


[The King takes Iſidore ade. The Queen and Con- 
ſtance, ſeeing this, go to the further part of the ſtage; 
taking Anne and Louis. 


| KING. 
Say, am I dead 
| ISIDORE. 
Sir? c 
| KING. 
Thou doſt comprehend me, 
ISIDORE. | 
Sir? My Maſter : 


KING 


PR my words meaning? Anſwer me. 


” 2 14 | ISTDORE. 


ACT IV. SCENE N. 67 


ISIDORE. 


What Anſwer ? 
KING. 


Silence is Torture: words can be but Death. 


ISIDORE. 


What ſhall ! Hike ? Why look you thus on me ? 


KING. 


Speak Death ; —if ſo it is. But in low voice: 


And, ſtraightway, lead off gently thoſe behind 1 us. 
Be brief. Speak. I would be alone. 


IsmokE. 
Suppoſe you 


KING. 
Look on this count'nance. Can it bear a ſhock ? 


Try it. 5 


ISIDORE. 


Oh, ne'er be't tried ! 


KING. 
_ Nay, trifle not, 


My Iſidore. [The King and Iſidore talk apart. 


1 
What means this? 


CONSTANCE. 
Francis ſhews 
Emotion rare in him :—ſfays, “ Trifle not,” 
In louder voice. Heard you ? 
5 QUEEN, | | 
I heard that merely. 


12 CONSTANCE, 
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| CONSTANCE. 
Twas not the wont of gentle Iſidore, 
When Francis ſpoke, to trifle. If he's changed, 
ab faith, on earth, is folly. 
KING. 
"Stay awhile. 
But tel them not how near may be my Sentence. 
T wiſh them gone. I wiſh them here. And both 
For their ſake; both for mine. 


ISIDORE. a 
I will obſerve it. 


KING, 
[To the Queen and Conſtance.] Our Ifidore came but 
with Anne and Louis. 
J have a boon requeſted, that you'll join 
To ſue for. LL 
CONSTANCE. 
If he knows the fuit, tis granted. 


\ 1S1DORE. 
Are you KW 125 of that? 


" CONSTANCE. 
„ I: 'm but fo ſure, 
As of the life of Iſidore. He's mortal. 
ISIDORE. 
Dear Madam, I do thank you. 
| QUEEN. 
What's the boon ? 
LE KING. 
To bring a meſſage. 


QUEEN, 


a Av. SCENE 11. 1 


QUEEN. 
Twere no Boon,-with Him. 


KING, 
What meſſage ? Think. 


' QUEEN. 
It riſes to my mind, 
KING. : 
My Sentence muſt, ſome time, be told. From whom, 
Than Iſidore, were't better you and I 
Recerv'd it? 


QUEEN. 
None. 
CONSTANCE. 
From none. 


— KING, 
| Caſt thou be made 
The Meſſenger? 
| |  TSIDORE, 
Who'll fit me for't? 
KING, 

Harſh tidings 
Some lips can ſoften. Whoſe can more than thine? 
Were Mercy in the meſſage, who more worthy 
Of that pure joy which he alone can taſte 
Who can deſerve it, —dark ms ends to cheer 
With lightſome rays ? 


QUEEN, 

Intreat the upſtart tyrant, 
Who i in raw pride rules here, once to forego ö 
8 Inſulting 
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Inſulting whom, when ſceptred, none but Villains 
Had cauſe to dread. But Office, wanton Office, 
Muſt triumph; little minds muſt wreak their malice 
On th' humbled Great, | _ 


CONSTANCE. 
Your cenſure ſeems to bar 


Exception, Look beſide you, 
| © QUrtN. 


| | Iſidore, 

I meant it not. Thou'rt ever gentle; ever, 

No. Office is not Office, in thy hands, 
| CONSTANCE, 
I And, ſhall you be permitted ? 

ISIDORE. 

5 TLiis a doubt. 
Ev'n Branterre may lack pow' r. 


CONSTANCE. | 
Remember us, 


Apart, Twere fearful elſe. 


ISIDORE. 
| Iwill. And, Sir, 
III ſeize 9 if 't may be. Harſn tidings 


Ade, going. 
How I mall utter, Heav'n alone foreſees. 
KING. 
Adieu. 
CONSTANCE. 


Lepre vou us, Iſidore? 


1SIDORE. 


ACT IV. SCENE Ir. 71 


ISIDORE. - 
I go. 

Solace each other. What is left you, elſe ? 

CONSTANCE. 
There's left for us, to thank our Iſidore. 

8 KING. * 
And, let us do it now. [ They gather round Indore. 

Our eyes may never 


IsDOR E. 

Once let me ſtop your words. I would not ll 

In my * But you'll o'erwhelm us. 
[ The . * 


KING. 
"Tl 
My Ifidore. It does exceed our ſtrength, 
I ſee full well: feel it. [ Yeeps.] 
1 [Exit Iſidore, weeping. 


SCENE III. 
THE KING, THE QUEEN, CONSTANCE, ANNE, LOUIS, | 
KING. 

Why ſuch hearts? 
Could not my throne and ſceptre draw around me ? 
My fall, my foes, my perils, theſe have drawn him. 
Much do I fear, in taking from our griefs, 


He adds to his own. — He has his own, —All have, — 
And no Reward ! 


CONSTANCE, 
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I CONSTANCE, ' | 


Hell find one. 


KING, 
| Not from me. 
| CONSTANCE. 
Who knows it? 
KING, 


Louis, you love re. 


LOUIS. 


We'll take him with us, when we go. 
KING, 


. g⁰ 
One at a time. pe rhaps ; ; and none knows whither. 
I0vufs. 
No, no; we'll make e'm let us go together. 
KING. | 
« No, no,” my Boy? How's that? Learn to ſay, Yes; 
When tis and muſt be ſo. See you remember,— 
And, will you, all your life, love Iſidore?— 
But, that you cannot tell. 


' LOUIS, 
O, but I'Il love him. 
KING. 
When 1 grows old, what will you dot 2 'T 
LOUIS, . | | 
I'll love him. 
| Do 
KING, | | ; Yo 


When he finds fault ? 4 5 An 
3 | | LOUIS. 


ACT IV. SCENE Ill. Ty 


LOUIS. 
He never does. 


KING, | | 
5 | He may. 
And, when he's poor ? 
5 LOUIS. 
I'll feed him, 
KING: = 
Blind ? 
| Some perfon 


Shall bring him to me ev'ry day. 


KING, 


But, ſhould he, 
When you do wrong, look angry ? 


— 


LOUIS. 5 
6 | He'll not look 
So very angry. | 


KING, 
Tes; but, if he ſhould ? 


| | LOUIS, ET 
Then, Sir, he will not look like Iſidore. 


| QUEEN, 
'Tis ſhrewdly anſwer'd. 
8 | KING, 

Louis, Boy, renfember. 

Do as he bids you. If you cer forget him, 

Your Father may diſturb your quiet pillow, 

And make you dreàm bad dreams. Louis, remember. 
| K Louis. 


4 
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LOUIS. 
I will, I will. 
Come near me, Anne. You're pale. 


ANNE. 
"Tis a long time, Sir, ſince you talk'd with me. 


KING. 
1 . been bu very buſy, Anne. 


ANNE. 
O, Sir, 4 underſtand it but too well. 


| KING. 
Who tells you ? 
ANNE. | 
Can I ſtop my ears? You tell me, 


My Aunt, my Mother.—When I'm plac'd aſide, 


With Louis, we begin perhaps ſome play. 
You guard from us your words, awhile. Then, oft, 
You raiſe your voices.—l do hear ſuch things, — 


They freeze me on the ſpot. And Louis wonders; 


And bids me play. I try again. My ears, 


Without my bidding, liſten. Sometimes I hear, 


But underſtand not rightly ; yet I tremble. 


Louis will chide: and we can almoſt quarrel, 


KING. 
Juſt Heav' n! For Priſon and Death I was prepared, 


But, with a ſtroke like this, ſend me new force. 


Leſt words eſcape me which beſeem not mortals, 


a CONSTANCE. 
O, that the Judges' cars, and eyes, were here! 


* * 


QUEEN. 


N. 


Acr IV. SCENE IV, 75 
QUEEN. 


If human ; elſe twere vain. 


CONSTANCE. 
. Not ev'n La Porte 
I'd aſk for Eloquence. [| Enter Branterre and Iſidore. 
Exit Iſidore, with Anne and Louis. 


SCENE IV. 


THE KING, THE QUEEN, CONSTANCE, BRANTERRE. 


BRANTERRE. 
You make this priſon 


A houſe for goſips' prattle I muſt ſend 
The Women hence, and Children. Ifidore 
Was loit'ring here. Then came he out unlike 
A Jailer. What had he to do with Tears? 
[7 he King attempts to draw bim Fm 


I have no private car. 


KING. _ 
Tell me one thing. 
BRANTERRE. 


Nothing. I've learnt my duty, and ſhall doi it. 


© QUEEN. » 
And not exceed it Offices of kindneſs | 
Come, from ſome hearts, more kind. There are, can 
make | | 


A cruel one more cruel. 


BRANTERRE. 
Say you ſo? 
K 2 | CONSTANER, 


SU EN —— EE EEE ret — — — ns 
——— — — * 
* 
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| CONSTANCE. 
Spare yourſelf, Siſter, 
_— FRANTERRE. 

Follow, both ;—this way. 
And, why? PEER 

BRANTERRE. 
The Government, within theſe walls, 
Is ſomewhat military: gives not oft 
Its Reaſons. Follow me. 
| QUEEN. 
Return oy hither ? 


| RRANTERRE. 
Follow me, both. 


xxx. 
D'you tidings bring? 
CONSTANCE. 
What tidings ? 
BRANTERRE. 


Follow. 
QUEEN. © 
* - Support me, ye high Pow'rs ! 8 
e 5 | OO [Excunt. 
KING. 
She ſharpens 


The fangs of malice. When they find it wounds, 
They bite the keener.—What may be this movement? 


Enter Branterre and La Porte. Exit Branterre, 


%, 


. a 


MF . „ sern 


ACT IV. SCENE V. 77 


SCENE ˖ͤ 
THE KING, LA PORTE. 
| 1 
Thou need'ſt not ſpeak. My fate is in * viſage. 


LA PORTE. 
| Tis even ſo. 


KING. | = 
Nay, weep not. Is not Death 
My Heritage? - What now remains, of life? 
— IA PORTE. | 
One day: — no more. 
KING. 
To- morrow I eſcape them. 
One day. —The grave is refuge from all tyrants. 
When the deed's done, fall on thy knees, give thanks 
(Mine and thine own) that all my foes have loſt me. 
5 LA PORTE. „ 
Thanks, for that deed ?—But, *tis delty* rance.—True. 
It ſhall be done. Thanks from a heart oppreſſed, 
Find they acceptance ? 
| KING. 
He acceptance finds, 
Who gives the heart he has. 


5 LA PORTE. Tx 
5 | One ray of Hope, 


Methinks— 
2 KING, : 
Periſh the word! If thou doſt wiſh me 
5 | == hat 


1 
T 
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That count'nance on the ſcaffo.d, which befits 
Thy friend, and Francis, ſpeak no more of Hope. 
Man's forces it divides: then they're o'erthrown. 
If thy fix'd ſoul is bent on riſking all 
That makes life precious, and thy life itſclf, 
Do this: think Francis breathes no more. He leaves 
A wife, a ſiſter, daughter, ſon. T ow'rd theſe, 
And tow'rd my bleeding ſubjects, aim thy powers. 
225 | LA PORTE. | 
How may it be? | 5 
; kNG. 
Seize what occaſion offers : 
*Tis all I know. Farewell Beyond the grave, 
Unleſs my fins forbid, in happier cles 
We meet; and part no more. 
[La Porte, 70 whom he had given bis hand, detains 
him, and kneels ; but cannot ſpeak. 
Nay, tear not out 
My heart. An eaſier fate my foes will grant me. 
Believe me vaniſh'd. _ | Exit. 


N 
LA PORTE ſolus. 
Who did form this globe ? 
Who, what, does rule it e ? A phagtom.— 
| Atoms ? | 


Had they intelligence and ſway, is't poſſible 


They thus could * them ? Spirits of th' air, in Ill 
| Delighting, 


ACT IV. SCENE Vit. Wo 


Delighting, can ye check the one ſupreme 
No, no. The Univerſe does ſtand ſecure, 
Tho' tempeſts ſweep, and ſcem to ſweep at hazard. 
Blind Mortal! Turn thine eyes within: there more 
Than thou wilt read. Around thee doſt thou judge, 
Thou'rt loſt.— Had Francis heard wy 1 I had 
e bloth'd; 
Much injur'd Man! Could Truth one © a flaſh 
Pour Oer thy realm, ſoon would a raging thirſt 
"Seek others blood, not thine : this Nation, (hood- 
" wank'd -; 

By Wretches, who, proclaiming Licht, ſpread Darkneſs, 
Dark Falſchood,) would the veil tear off, would hail 
Their Ps and fink the Traitors in perdition. 

[Enter Iſidore. 


SCENE VII. 
LA PORTE, ISIDURE. 
ISIDORE. 


Where is my King! ? 


LA PORTE, 
Gone henee : perhaps to announce 


What none. beſides might venture. 


ISiDORE. 
To the Queen? 
His Fate? OY 
IA FORTE. 
His unjuſt Fate. 
ISIDORE. 
To himſelf to tell it, 


Was 
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Was now my errand. Such requeſt my tongue 
Could not refuſe. Whether it could diſcharge 


The office, was not tried. Has Branterre daſhed 
The tidings in his face ? 


LA PORTE. | 
Thy tongue had fend 
No time.. Thy looks at once had told:—as mine did, 
ISIDORE. | 
Was it lis Porte ? Then would my King not grieve, 
That 7 was freed. —Receiv'd he it like Francis? 


LA PORTE. 
Ev! n ſo. He look'd not pale, nor wept,—nor boaſted. 
But wond'rouſly my mind brought o'er to thoſe 
Who live. I pitied them. I envied him. 
And felt myſelf forſaken, —Hark ! Nis he. 


His eye and mine meet not: the time's not come. 


[ Enter the King, 
We've not yet paſs'd the grave. 


[Exit La Porte, by a different door. 


\ 


SCENE VIII. 


THE KING, ISIDORE. | 
KING. | 
Give me repoſe. 
I am exhauſted. Know'ſt thou, Iſidore, 
The ſcene I come from ?—Led by lofty thoughts 
Of my own firmneſs, (firmneſs perhaps given 
By preſence of La Porte, and loft with him) 
1 | I ruſh'd 


bn — — — 


ACT IV. SCENE vir. 31 


[ ruſh'd on thy commiſſon. Why not ſuffer 
Thy ſkilful tongue to ſpeak it? Mine o . 
Us al. | a 
IsxpoRE. 
I ſhudder'd at the taſk. But ſwerve 
I could not. What remains for me to attempt? 


KING. | 
Their paſſions now defy all means. But, ſhortly, 
Thou may ſt into their wounds pour healing balm. | 


ISIDORE. 8 


No balm can Heal. To Mage if 1 find means, 


Pl uſe them. 
| KING. 


g El thou wert not Iſidore. 


| ISIDORE. . 
But, take repoſe. If Solitude you covet, 
Diſmiſs me. Or, if ſtill and ſad ſociety, 
Of ſilent grief, invite, let Iſidore 
Remain your mute and motionleſs companion. 
| KING. 

Thou ſpeak'ſt as vers'd in human woes,—the Cure, 
The Aid, of each; and, in applying, ſkilful. | 
Thou'ſt wak'd my mind to ſtronger thoughts. Go: 

watch | 
When may thy gentle touch approach yon ſorrows, 


ISIDORE, 


I go. I'll watch with vantage of my Office. 
| L | mino. 
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KING. 
Where's thy Reward ?—Were I enthron'd a Deſpot, 
Not all my Mines could pay it. 


ISIDORE. ” 
Name not Rewards, 
KING. = 
There comes a Day. There is a King who makes 
All kings, and does unmake them at his pleaſure. 
*Tis he muſt pay my debt. —Go; go. Thy tears 
Are burſting. Go. Thou wilt unman me Go. 
_ [ Exit Iſidore. 


SCENE IX. 


_ — 


THE KING /olus. 


Now haſtens down my ſun to its horizon. 

Of all we ſee on earth how fades the glare! 

Life's Goods and Ills are mix d and melted down 

In mild and inoffenſive hues; that ſtir, 

Indeed, a gentle parting Melancholy. 

They lightly touch, but grapple not, the ſoul. 

That world which lies before me, though with clouds 
Tis dimm'd, yet holds mine eye, with force unknown 
Till now. There is a Language, talk'd by men, 
Calling this firſt vain world a ſhadc v, bubble, 


A houſe for tray'llers; and the next, our home, 
Our 


ACT IV. SCENE IX. $3 


Our journey's end, our being. Theſe are Words. 
And Words are heard and ſpoken. But, to /ee, 
| Stand here, —on the grave's brink ;—no earthly vapours 
To thwart the eye.—My Foes, how feeble ſeem they 
Anger they cannot move. A paſſing Pity:— 
Then they 're forgot. My Friends who with me ſuffer, 
Who ſuffer for me, fill the narrow ſpace 
My buſy mind can grant to all I'm leaving. 
For theſe, what can a king dethron'd and dying ?— 
Pray to his King. ¶ Kncels.] Sov'reign of all, whoſe 
_._ throne | | 5 5 
Stands open to the captive and condemn'd 
5 Look on my Friends. Bind up their wounds. Diſcharge 
The debts T owe them. And, reſtore them to me. 
But there, where fin and ſorrow are no more. 


— 


END OF ACT IV. 
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AC V. 
SCENE I. The Place of Execution, 
MANTON, GAZELLE. 


MAN TON. 
Wurx go you to the Priſon ? 


GAZ ELLE. 
After an r 


MAN TON. 

ran girt with mute and freezing pomp, 
To ſuch a deed, Gazelle, as this our Age 
Ne'er view'd, how will the Citizens receive you? 

GAZELLE.- | 
That I inquire not. Arms are my profeſſion. 
A Soldier ſtrikes where he 1s bid : he moves 
Where bid. He hears no threats: he ſees no terror. 


Your Mandate ſent was this: Conduct the Pris'ners 


« The arm of Juſtice guard.” 


MANTON. 8 
Mandate? Of whom? 


GAZELLE. 


The Council holding n now the place of Francis. 


MANTON. 


You aſk not whence they hold it. 
 GAZELLE. 


Are they not 


Which 


ACT V. SCENE I, © 35 
Which is to us the People's Self, and acts | 
More vig'rous by compreſſion ? 


6 | MANTON. 
| Your Obedience 
Is not fo foldier-like but it may grant 


To Reaſon a certain range. 


GAZELLE. 


Once known the Voice 
That may command, reaſoning were diſobedience. 


| MANTON, 
But not cl then, | 
er” GAZELLE. 
What mean you? 
MANrON. 
Doubt is paſt, 
It . You are decided. Iam gone. [ Going. 
GAZELLE. | 
Manton, if there remain, in this wide region, 
s A ſoul I can repoſe on, it is thine. 


My heart is full, to burſting. And thy thoughts, 
So ſparingly expos'd, I do conjecture. 
Take my hand, give me thine ; the ſeals of promiſe. 
Be mutual honour pledg'd ; that, *twixt us two, 
Whate'er be fpoken, never be brought forth 
In accuſation, nor, by hint ambiguous, 
Put in the train to do ſpontaneous miſchief. 
This pledg'd, we baniſh fear, miſtruſt, reſerve. 
Each from his breaſt unfolding all he knows 


ara all he thinks, perchance ſome path we open, 
h 8 | . 
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Conducting our diſcordant citizens 


To harmony and ſober peace. 
MANTON. 


| Gazelle, 
Him whom my hes ſought I do believe thee. 
With fulleſt purpoſe gives my heart the pledge 
od on aſkeſt, and in that thou giv'ſt confides. 


GAZELLE. 

Thou ſay'ſt enough. Francis (to ſpeak in brief) 
Is much miſus'd, methinks. 

MANTON. 


I think no leſs. 

Yet mong his foes I ſit.— How chang'd the ſcene! 

I thought them friends to Freedom, Virtue, Man, 

I thought, the Legacy of Laws exalted, 

'That we ſhould leave our Sons, wou'd fill their hairs 

With love, their mouths with praiſe. And now, our 
King, 

Our Laws, our Faith, our Fa ame, our Virtue, all 

We murder. —Patriots? Fie! O, fie! Rank Traitors.— 

La Porte did ſprak—not Words; not Rhetoric's flowers. 

I felt him ſpeak, not heard him. Glow'd his Friendſhip ? 

Methought, all hearts melted before the ſun. 

Stood forth the Public Weal? I ſaw her form 

SO lively, all, methought, would run to embrace her, 

And Francis, her Protector, ſave. —He ſpoke 

In vain. In vain a hoſt of friendly Tongues.— | 

Gazelle, a hoſt of Warriors There's the hope, 

If any. How may't be ? | 

GAZELLE. 


Among the troops 
1 * That 


ACT v. SCENE I. | 87 


That ard this day's great ſcene, I have deſcried 
Various emotions, check'd by diſcipline 
An mutual fear ;—burſting again, and check'd. 
Thou'ſ ſec.: the ſea, when winds have ſudden ceaſed. 
It heaves, and heaves, with mountainous ſwell; and 
wildly 4 
Toſſes ſome timorous bark. A huge wave breaks: 
The bark's ingulf d. Ev'n ſuch is this day's Calm. 
| MANTON. | 1 
How huſh'd the City ! Tis a midnight ſtillneſs: 
In face of this bright ſun. Where will it end? 
Nn, 3 
It baffles human foreſight. Winds and Waves 
Have more of certainty. A blaſt, from north 
Or ſouth, may urge this fluid maſs, of men 
In arms. One blaſt, come whence it will, ſweeps all 
Right onward. Should contending blaſts ariſe, 
The waves were blood ;—upon the broken ſurface 
Authority and Law floating like ſtubble. 
| | MAN TON. my 
Moſt cruel day If aught can fave the Pris'ner, 
Can awe a maddening rabble, can the hoſt 
In arms, enormous engine, guide, from works 
Of waſting fury, to Defence and Peace, 
Can block the gap whence ſeems'ev'n now to iſſue 
That direful war, where Brother Brother ſlays, 
And Father Son, —'tis Th. The Hoſt obeys thee. 


GAZELLE. 
In times like ours, the tie is weak that binds 


The 


83 THE CAPTIVE MONARCH. 


The Soldier to his Leader. But, whom beſt 
I could approach by winning argument, | 
Or, for our deeds in arms together wrought, 
I * moſt like to follow me, I've ſounded. 
MANTON. 
And, what's your hope? 


GAZELLE. 


T have a choſen band ; 
On whom, i in all that likelihood may warrant, 
I do rely. Whether throughout the troops 
The loyal flame may ſpread, or we ſhall fall 
The victims of our zeal, I leave to fate. 
If Francis periſh, and his realm be prey 
To wolves, firſt let the friendly hand of Death, 
Or e er that ſcene be open'd, cloſe mine eyes. 
[Enter Lord Perſefield, at 4 Aſtanct. 
I hear a ſtep. Retire we. | 


MANTON. 
This man lives, 
Where genuine F reedom ſ peaks—and is > obeyed. 


I'll crave inſtruction of him. 


GAZELLE. 


Firſt, a moment, 


My purpoſe hear, I muſt be brief. Time fails. 
1 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. 


Ion PERSEFIELD /olus. 

Brotherhood! Love !—Accurſed ſmoothneſs; Britons 
T' invite. To what? To ſee our elder brothers 
Poniard each other, —follow then th' example. 

| | : [ Diſcovers the ſcaffold. 
Ah! Royalty's Farewell! The ſcene where bleed 
Concord and Peace! For, who is left their guardian? 
Aſſaſſins rule this land. Fountain of blood, 


Whither may ſpread thy ſtreams? ? Will France ſuffice 


mee T .. 

Will Europe ? ? Who can of that deluge mark 
The bounds, which in the reign of Chaos rages ? 
O, for a phalanx, —Britons born to F reedom, 
Fix'd on this ſpot, this day! To ſtay the Flood, 
Ev'n at its Source. 


SCENE I 
» 7 LORD PERSEFIELD, DALENTOUR, RIMBARD. 
= DALENTOUR, 
I joy, Clare, to ſee here 
A native of that country whoſe proud tyrants 
Have learnt what Fear, what Flight is, and a Scaffold. 
-  RIMBARD. - 
One who brings reliſh to the feaſt preparing, 
Whoſe Nation knows the taſte of Tyrants' blood. 
102 M | LORD 
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LORD PERSEFIELD. 
*T'was not my Couniry, Dalentour, let fall 
The axe upon their King :—a ruffian herd; 
Who, ſeizing rule, unſkilful how to uſe it, 
Cloth'd violent deeds in language for the Wolf 
To Lambs,—not argument of reaſoning creatures. 
| RIMBARD. | 
i theu this, Clare? 
LORD PERSEFIELD. 
Yes, Rimbard; Clare ſays this, 
| RIMBARD. 
He fays i it not of Patriots who have broken | 
Our Tyrant's rod, and made him feel his crimes. 
LORD PERSEFIELD. 


Clare, what he thinks, will - a on fit occaſion, 
[Enter Manton, 


0 


ECENTE IV. 


THE SAME, AND MANTON. 


MANTON. 
See him yet yok'd with wretches who, by wiles f Ade. 


Infernal, draw th' unwary on to deeds 


They would have ſhudder'd at. 
DALENTOUR. 


Think, Clare, that ſafety, 
In this our land, is but vouchſaf'd to thoſe 
Who can reſpect the Freedom we adore, 
And to her choſen Vot'ries pay due honour. 


4 LORD 


- 


ACT v. SCENE IV, | 91 


LORD PERSEFIELD. 


Threats may ſcare Daſtards. 


MANTON. 
Hear I words chat Fr roads 


May me : 


RIMBARD. I 


Whom call you F leads ? 


MANTON. | 
| To Friendſhip Clare 
Has been admitted, . | 5 
RIM BARI. 
He may forfeit it. 
' MANTON. | 
He mT; Unleſs I err in him, he will not. 


* DALENTOUR. 


So quick doſt thou defend him? Who a foe 
— may not, himſelf, be deem'd far other. 
MAN TON. 
70 whom is Clare a foe? 
DALENTOUR. 
3 To Patriotiſm; 
To men enlighten'd, who the ſacred flame 
1 Queſtign him. 
LORD PERSEFIELD. | | 
Patriots once had virtue. : 


Their blood was pure. The pureſt may degen'rate. 

The Name remains. But, Patriots of this day 

The offspring of the honeſt oft are knaves, 1 
M2 $ And 
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And ſons of Heroes, Cowards. 


DALENTOUR. 
Treaſon. 


RIMBARD. 
T reaſon. 


I do arreſt thee. [ Serzes Lord Perſefield. 
| LORD PERSEFIELD. | 
Villain, looſe thy hand. 


MANTON. 
He ſtands within protection of our laws. 
Releaſe him. | : 
RIMBARD. 
Treaſon. . 


| LORD PERSEFIELD. 
| Inſtant looſe me. Off 
Of, or dan may'ſt repent thee. I'm a Briton. 
MANTON. 
A pang? ! Bear reſpect, Revere the laws. 


DALENTOUR. 5 
Manton, forbear. I'm witneſs to the treaſon. 


The Public muſt have vengeance. 
[ Exeunt Rimbard and Lord Perſefield Jrogging. 


 MANTON. 
This word, 6 | 

Is much in vogue. Who mouth it, may chance find, 

It has a TOW: Obſtruct me not. | 


| DALENTOUR. | 
2 A dae 


Of blood is u Vengeance this day, muſt rule. 
MANTONe 


ACT v. SCENE Iv. 94 
MAN TON. 
Stop me not. - 
©” DALENTOUR, = 
2 . Hold. 
MANTON. 
Force ? 
DALENTOUR.. - 5 ia, 
Hold. 
' MANTOX, | 
Impriſon me? 
DALENTOUR. AF ESL 
Suſpicions hang on thee. Ere thou defend'ſt 
Another, it were fit ck were cleared. 


. MANTON. 

pretence! Is this a time? Diſcuſs my 7 
While Clare may periſh ? Urge me not to violen © 
DALENTOUR. 427, go; 26341. 
Traitor, thou'rt conſcious : thus I Fo „„ 
[Strikes with a da gger : but Manton ſeizes his band, 
and wreſts' the dagger from bim. Dalentour 

draus; and Manton, in defence. 


+ » 


MANTON. 


. Wretch 1. 1 


Ungenerous wretch ! Is this Philanthropy, Wt = 
Good Faith, a Brother's Love ? Thy name and mine, 


Stand they in one ſame roll? 1 at HAY d owt, 


Oh! van Traitor, pale 22 0k 


' [They fight,. and Dalentour falls, Sue Gazelle Pr 


Soldiers. Mid 
(AUT | BW SCENE 
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SCENE V, 
MANTON, DALENTOUR, GAZELLE WITH SOLDIERS. 
: AZE LE. 
| | Manton? What? 
And, Dalentour? 
| |. DALENTOUR. 
Tis he. Yes, —Comes the King? 
7 GAZELLE. | 
He comes who was a King. 
DALENTOUR. 


| Thou ſeeſt a wretch 
Who was—Raiſe me. I've heard it ſaid, that Death, 
Suddenly thwarting mortals in their hot 
| Career, —Ruiſe me—has drawn forth ſtrange confeſ- 


* ions; 
Has made men ſlander their own lives, who Saints 


Were held. I thought—But, place me higher. 79 


much, 
Methinks, to iy; ; and little time to live. 
[ The ſoldiers place bim in a chair, 
GAZELLE. 
[lo Manton.] What's this? 
| MANTON. 


picions on me ; 
He aim'd at me this dagger; drew his ſword. 
I drew. He fell. Whether his wound be fatal, 


I know not, Something he would ſpeak. Let's hear 


—— — 


DALIN TOUR. 


But now, he charg'd ſuſ- 


ACT V. SCENE Y, 95 
DALENTOUR. 

Thy ſteel hath pierc'd more deeply than the ſeat 

Of life :—to ſoul, and conſcience. Let my moments, 
Now left, warn thoſe who hear me of the ſhore 

I'm wreck'd on. Thou, Gazelle, haſte to thy duty. 
Leave not grim Death, what now o'er me he boaſts, 

To urge, by preſent terror, to repentance, | 


I faint. 


GAZELLE. 
Speak, if thou canſt, Thy words will dart, 
With ſwiftneſs of the light'ning, through the TO 


And * 


palEN TOUR. 
Fellow- citizens, I die. 

Death makes me feel what I did think me free from: 
Death makes me fear. Beyond theſe dreams of earth 
Thad no thought. And, now, what lies beyond 

Is all remains for me. It looks moſt horrible. 

Know what I was: and guard you, guard you, from it. 
Ambition led me; and Revenge did urge me. 

With Freedom and her train I feign'd a friendſhip; 

Foe to whate'er could nouriſh or protect her, 
Compaſſion touch'd me not. When I beheld 

Confuſion rolling through the land, on wheels 

Of fire, I clapp'd my hands.—I curs'd my King, 

And gloried. Twas moſt baſe. Francis, forgive me! 


And, Manton, thou whom— 
MANTON. 
Think not now on me. 
Thou teacheſt well. If there's aught further, ſpeak it, 
DALENTOUR. | 


I fink, I go.— Soldiers and Citizens, 8 
| MOT Save 


95 FE CAPTIVE MONARCH. 


Save yet your Country, and protect your King. 
Oh —Hell There ſtruck ſome Fiend; who lighted 


- # a3 > 7 


me, 
| Erewhile, by firebrands of Ambition. to 
F erde, you ſhall have your prey — On the gulf 's edge 
I ſtand.” How i it does yawn! | How i it "Fog yawn | 
See, there! See, ſee! There, ſee! [Dies. 
| MAN TON. e 
. Gone. Gone. He's gone. 
. GAZ ELLE. 
oy " Fl yet your Country, and protect your a 


_ 


©. SOLDIERS. 
25 Save yet. your Country.” 
GAZELLE. 
= AF your King.” 
bas Soldier levels bis piece at Gazelle ern Soldier 
Arikes it upwards. 1 125 
FF . .. t-:* 
ec Protect your King.” „ 
e 
Protect your King,” 
- GAZELLE. | 


babe 55 Soldier is ſecured.] 
” procure a Banner, o'er the corſe 
To wave, in gentle breaths of air, his words, 
« Save yet your Country, and protect your King.“ 
Theſe ſhall the troops behold, and, underneath, | 5 
The ſelf. condemned victim; as they paſs 5 


To guard their hapleſs Monarch to his doom. 
5 "Meanwhile, 


Secure him. 


5 IR 
14 A 
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Meanwhile, let this event be ſwift conveyed 
Through all the troops. | 
[Exeunt ſome Attendants, 7 this purpoſe. Exit 


Matiton. The body is drawn to the fide of the 
tage. Enter La Porte. 


SCENE VI. 


LA PORTE, GAZELLE, SOLDIERS. 


LA PORTE. 


Wherefore is this obſtruction ? 
Since he muſt periſh— 
| | GAZELLE. 
= Who muſt periſh ? . 


LA PORT E. 
5 | Francis. 
Lead you not on? : 85 
| | GAZELLE. 


Behold that Band, 


LA PORTE. 
What js it? 
| GAZELLE. 
A Band who fave their King, or 8 with him. 
Wo 


LA/PORTE. 


Lives ſo much Laney ? I'll bear the tidings. [ Going, 
N GAZELLE, 
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GAZELLE. 
Reſerve them: leſt confuſion harm our meaſures, 


LA PORTE. 
Ill join my Maſter. To each circumſtance 
T'll fit my words and deeds, One laſt adieu 
I fuffer'd. Yet rejoice I, now, I found 


Occaſion to attend him hither. Teach me. 
Shew me your purpoſe : — that I act in union. 


GAZELLE. 
Seeſt thou that corſe ? "Twas a repenting Traitor. 
His death and dying words we have diſpers'd. 
From them we've hopes. But hie thee to thy ſtation. 


Wee muſt move on. 
LA PORTE. 

I go: in trembling hope. [ Exit. 

GAZELLE. 

Friends, Fellow-ſoldiers, tis this day our lot, 

The Name of France to ſhield from infamy, 

To fave our Country, to protect our King,— 

Or with him fall. Living, we live to glory: 

Dying, we live, like Soldiers, in our Names, 

Lead on the march, 


[ March. The Banner is put ne over the corpſe. Ext- 
unt the firſt body of ſoldiers, Others come on, and 
follow in proceſſion. Enter the King Sc. with ſol- 
diers. Alſo the firſt body of ſoldiers, by a different en- 


France. 
Ep a SCENE 


AE Vo SCENE * 99 


SCENE VII. 


THE KING, BRANTERRE, [SIDORE, LA POR TE, GAZ ELLE, SOLDIERS. 


KING. 
This is my cloſing TER 
La Porte, does yonder ſcaffold make me pale ? 
My heart, — feel, —throbs it as afraid to ceaſe ? 
LA. PORTE. 
When I am ſummon'd, I will call before me 
What I have ſeen this day; and learn to die. 


KING. 
Time was, men flatter d me. Lives F b here? 


LA PORTE. 
Aide to Gazelle.] Gazelle, O, what 


BRAN TERRE. 
The buſineſs of the day 


Lo indo 2 
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is meet we hinder not. 
GAZ ELLE. 
Behold, my King, 
That Banner. Tis the voice of theſe brave ſoldiers. 
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KING. 
How ? Call me from my grave ? My Spirit, hov'ring 
Ev'n now in air, reads this;—and-not mine eyes 
Of fleſh. 
GAZELLE. 
Seize time. Intruſt yourſelf to men 
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Bent or to ſave or periſh. 
OD KING. 
Who? How? Whither? 
GAZELLE = | | 
Delay "IG oppoſition. Speed is Hope. 
KING. 
What Hope ?—But I commit myſelf to Heaven, 


And thee. 


[Exit the King (by the corpſe), with the firſt body if 
ſoldiers, Gazelle, La Porte, Branterre. The other 


foldiers follow, with applauſe and murmur mixed. 
Others come on, and follow in like manner. Fight 


beard behind the ſcenes. The corpſe and banner are 
removed, Enter the Queen. 


SCENE VIII. 
THE QUEEN, 1ISIDORE. 
EEx. 


T his is the way. Is it t not, fellow ? 


ISIDORE. 
[4 de] The Queen eſcap'd? What wildneſs ? 


her 8 


How 


1 | 
Shew nie the way, Lead. Is the Sport begun ? 
| ISIDORE. 


* » 
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| ISIDORE. 
Lady, I fear you are not well. 


QUEEN, 
»Tis falſe. 


Thou art a clown, and doſt belie thy Rulers. 


ISIDORE. 
Come but with me. I'll bring you to a — 


QUEEN. 
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Whither? 
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Have they cut the cord ? 
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QUEEN. 


Who _ the head ? *Tis mine, and I muſt have it, 
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| - ISIDORE. 
« Vowre much deceiv'd. 
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QUEEN. 
J will not be deceiv'd. 
We'll have the play again: and I myſelf 
Will do the deed. 
| ISIDORE. 
Francis is living. 
QUEEN. 
Who ? 
Thou doſt miſtake it, fellow. Tis a play. 
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I'll ſhew thee how it's done. Here is a neck. 
[Holding ber own neck. 
Where i is thy block ? Come hither. See. I'll ſhew 
thee. 

Here. Try this neck. 'Tis eaſy. Thou rt a coward. 

Give me a dagger. T'll but let out blood 

From this unruly heart. Then thou canſt do it. 
Inter the King, Gazelle, and La Porte. 


SCENE IX. 


THE KING, THE QUEEN, GAZ ELLE, LA PORTE, ISIDORE. 


GAZELLE. 


This way your Majeſty mult paſs, to ſafety. 


But look not on the objects you left here. 


KING. 
One moment, pauſe :— that, .on this Des my thanks 


I pour— | Percetves the Queen.] What ſhadow's 


there * 2— 
3 My Ifabella ? 
Fly we to ſafety ! Come. T Offers to embrace her. 
QUEEN. 
Fellow, ſtand off. 
KING. 


Thou art not he. Thou art. What robs Mine eyes 
01 viſion 9 look on me. 
| QUEEN. 


— 


ACT v. SCENE x. 1049 
QUEEN. . 
1 do delight in bloody deeds. - Blood flows; 
And blood ſhall flow. Here, give me blood, more 
| blood. 
Tl waſh my hands in't. Wait you for more company ? 
Begin it. Play. There is a head will ſuit us. 
[ Points to the King; and laughs loud. The King 
finks on the ground, Euter Lord Perſefield. 
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SCENE X. 


THE SAME, AND LORD PERSEFIELD. 
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7 | LORD PERSEFIELD. 


Victory! Peace! Long live the King” reſounds— 
[Sees the King.] Ha! What is this? 
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GAZ ELLE. 
And have the Citizens 


Declar'd for Francis? 


LORD PERSEFIELD. 


I beheld the Band 
That reſcued him, inclos'd by grateful thouſands ; 
All prefling to embrace their benefactors. 
And my reluctant ſword for Rimbard's death 
Was thank'd.—But, where find the King, what checks 
The ſpreading joy? Is it th Exceſs of joy 
O'ercame him? 


LA PORTE. 


x04 THE CAPTIVE MONARCH, 
| | LA PORTE. | 
See, his eyes are opening. Raiſe him, 
[While they raije bim, the Queen finds @ dagger 


on the ground. 
| 
T hou pretty pounted plaything —Drink this blood. 
ISIDORE. 


Hold, Madam! [She tabs herſelf] Oh! [She falls.] 


KING. 
My Queen! Her brain has—Ha! 
A Dagger 1 1 5 
xxx. - 
Nobly done. 1 ſhall o'ertake him. 


KING. 
Live, Iſabella! Live! I am thy Francis. 
[T be King #neels over her. She does not know him; 

but calls aloud. 

QUEEN. | 
Flieſt thou my voice? Wait, Francis. Hear me. Hear 
me. | : 

But, how it tears !—One inſtant. Leave me not. 
There! My head too. They've got it. On, on, on! 
We ſhall eſcape them. Tis enough. —Enough. | Dies. 


GAZELLE. 
Eventful times.! 
LORD PERSEFIELD. 
I came with words of Gladneſs. 
To the void air I might have utter'd them. 


What ſtroke awaits us next? 


GAZELLE. 


Aer v. gerex.  tof 
GAZELLE. | | 
La Porte, intreat 


The King to riſe. 
IIA FORTE. 
Sir, pleaſe to raiſe yourſelf. 
The Power that ſtrikes you, ſends withal relief: — 
Tidings to cheer you;—Peace to heal your land. 


KING. 


But, Iſabella's gone. 


181DORE. 
= Riſe, we beſeech you. [The King riſes. 
Your friends are conqu'rors. [A tumult is heard. 


KING. 


This the Ru of Conqueſt : 


ISIDORE. 
"mM live your Majeſty ! ! 
KING. 
Kind Heav'n, reject 
* | 
15 LA PORTE, 
What ſounds are theſe ? 


ISIDORE. 
Live, reign, and bleſs us. 


Enter Branterre, and Soldiers. 
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SCENE XI. 


THE KING, GAZELLE, LA PORTE, 1SIDORE, LORD PERSEFIELD, 
BRANTERRE, AND SOLDIERS. 


BRANTERRE. 
Reign Terror! Live Deſtruction, and Revenge! 
[Branterre and the Soldiers ſeize all, except 
Lord Perſefield. | 
_ _ ING. 
Branterre, for once, I thank thee. Haſte, Releaſe me, 
Give me the paſſport to my Iſabella. 


BRAN TERRE. 

r Diſevering the Queen's body. ] What's here ? —T hou 
choiceſt morſel for our VErigeance,. 
Haſt thou eſcap'd us? : 


| ISIDORE. - 


| Iſidore dies n; 
In his lov'd Maſter's train. | 
. 
| Gazelle, thine Honour 

Thou haſt retriev d. Thou ſhalt not die a Traitor, 

IA PORTE. 
Nor ſhall La Porte ſuffer the ling'ring death 
Of Grief, - by Woe environ'd, mn each day, 
Lofing ſome part of life. 


KING. 


TY ſtand we here ? 


Lead to the ſcaffold. | 
TS Ss - | "7 BRANTERRE. 


BRANTERRE. 
| Teach me not my duty. 
wait the word of thoſe who may command me, 
[ The King fixes his eyes on the Body, 
Perchance, yet © one day more thou muſt draw breath. 
To- morrow's tranquil ſtrength ſhall dread no reſcue, 


LORD PERSEFIELD. 
He hears thee not. His flitting Spirit mocks 


The ſtroke that may await a feeble Body.— 

To- morrow's dawn ſhall light me hence. I fly, 
Where Liberty and Law and Peace yet reign :— 
Where petty Tyrants growl in impotence ; 

For that they could not lure my Countrymen 

To chaſe their long-lov'd Freedom, and to hug 
Her ill-form'd Effigy:— where He who holds 
The higheſt place, is mighty to protect 

And bleſs his Subjects, —feeble to oppreſs, 

(Could that cer be his wiſh.) Around his throne 
We will collect the richeſt blood of Britain: 


And, while one drop remains, that Throne ſhall ſtand, 


THE END. 
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By the Author of the Captive Monarch, 
PRICE THREE SHILLINGS, 


1. HAPPINESS any RIGHTS; a Diffettation upon 
ſeveral Subjects relative to the Rights of Man and his 


- Happineſs. 


Rights are Means : Happineſs the End. 


2. 7 ABRIDGMENT of the Above, with Additions and 
Alterations. Price 6d. | | 6 


